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DEDICATION 


The 1963 Briscoe Briefs is dedicated to this year’s athletic directors. With the 
importance cr physical fitness increasing we realize the need for qualified teachers 


and coaches. Briscoe is indeed lucky in having Mrs. Zani, a physical education 
instructor, Mr. Smith, an athletic director and coach, and Mr. Hurley and Mr. 
Thompson as assistant coaches. With the success of this year’s three athletic teams 


very well known we can thank the coaches for their guidance and help. The inter- 


views that follow state the views of the teachers about Briscoe. 


MR. SMITH 


Mr. Smith has been the boys’ physical educa- 
tion instructor and coach since September 1954. 
Before coming to Briscoe he taught at a high 
school in Maine. About the years he has spent 
at Briscoe he commented, “I’ve enjoyed work- 
ing with the boys very much over the past nine 
or ten years. This is because I feel sports is an 
area in which you can develop youngsters and 
help them towards maturity. They learn co- 
operation and how to submit to the will of the 
group.” 


In Beverly, where the Junior high physical 
education program is geared to the teaching of 
fundamentals, the 9th grade student is ready to 
fit into a high school atmosphere because he has 
learned the principles of the game and fair 
play. With this in mind Mr. Smith pointed out, 
“Student-athletes is what we're trying to de- 
velop. This is the way the Peverly program is 


geared.” 


If you've wondered what Briscoe Spirit is 
you have only to look at any football field, bas- 
ketball court or baseball diamond where Briscoe 
is playing and see the boys putting their 110% 
effort into the game. This is what makes a well 
rounded person who Mr. Smith describes as, 
“Someone who recognizes the abilities and short- 


comings in himself and in others and is willing 
to accept these as facts and find his place in 
society. Sports is one area where you can help 
this process along.” If these are the type of 
people who will come out of Briscoe we will 
have something to be very proud of. 


MRS. ZANI 


Mrs. Zani is the girls’ physical education in- 
structor at Briscoe. She has taught here for 
the past five years and is the supervisor of 
the cheerleading department. About her five 
years at Briscoe she said, “I’ve enjoyed working 
here very much. The students have a great deal 
of personality.” 


The girls don’t participate on any competi- 
tive teams, but many take part in the cheer- 
leading program. At the football games you can 
see these girls helping along the spirits of the 
team and crowd. Mrs. Zani feels that they are 
very important to the game because, “They 
bring out and guide the spirit and enthusiasm 
of the crowd at the game and keep the students 
of the school as a unit.” To say that the girls 
help at the games is an understatement. They 
contribute excitement, enthusiasm, and direction. 
They are certainly a necessary part of the sports 
scene. 


—Continued on next Page 
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MR. HURLEY 


Mr. Hurley has taught at Briscoe for the past 
two years and is one of Briscoe’s assistant 
coaches. He said that he has enjoyed working 
with the players very much this past year. In 
regard to Briscoe’s success in sports he wanted 
to point out that, “A successful team doesn’t 
necessarily have to be a winning organization. 
Success means just deriving a sense of achieve- 
ment from working with others as a group and 
being able to take the winnings and the failures 
provided that you tried.” 


Tradition is the password at Briscoe. It is in- 
corporated in the class song and spirit. Fair play 
has always been typical of this school. Talking 
about Briscoe Spirit Mr. Hurley said, “It is the 
best I've ever seen. The tradition carries on es- 
pecially with the kids in sports.” In order to 
have a winning season, players have to put in 
that little bit extra. 100% is generally not 
enough which is why this coach said, “If you 
are willing to work and work hard and fair and 
co-operate with those around you, you can't help 
but win.” Mr. Hurley feels that Briscoe students 
will always put in that 100% plus. 


MR. THOMSON 


Mr. Thomson, one of Briscoe’s new teachers, 
has helped with the coaching of this year’s 
teams. He was very pleased with what he saw at 
Briscoe, explaining that the players worked as a 
team and not as a group of individuals. Along 
this line he found the Briscoe Spirit. “I think 


the Briscoe Spirit is terrific,” he exclaimed. 
“The students are very much interested in their 


fellow students who excel in any one area.” 


Mr. Thomson feels that Briscoe was success: 
ful in sports this year because the boys had the 
desire to win, they practiced hard, took advantage 
of the situations they could, and followed the 
instructions given to them by their coaches. Of 
the Briscoe teams he said, “They didn’t have 
any outstanding stars. Each one was good in his 


particular department.” 


Mr. Thomson knows that, “Sports give a 
person extra confidence in himself and make 
him take pride in the accomplishments of work- 
ing on a team.” He made sports participation 
appealing by commenting that you will acquire 
lasting friendships that you will remember the 
rest of your life by taking part in a team effort. 
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MHEYS CALCESMESBRISGOE 


was born many, many, many, years ago when 
the citizens of Beverly really needed me. They 
called me Briscoe. 


I was to serve as a hall of learning. The stu 
dents that entered here are now of many ages, 
and I have even outlived some of them. But I 
enjoy my work, and if I say so myself I have 
done a good job and served my purpose, 


The students who call me their alma mater 
have given me a lot of wear and tear. It’s not 
easy living with writing on your walls, gum under 
your desks, and names carved into your desks. 
My floor is washed often enough, but in a few 
minutes papers cover its shiny surface. But I 
don’t mind for this is all I live for, to see my 
“pupils amount to good, clean, healthy Ameri- 
cans. 


I try to give them spirit, and have them be 
proud of me. I want them to stand high and say, 
“Briscoe is my school and I’m glad.” So you 
can see my satisfaction when I look at these pu- 
pils, the future men and women of America. 


My ears have heard the laughter of these 
children. I’ve heard them at their best and at 
their worst. The many teachers who worked 
here tried so hard to teach them all that they 
will need to know. 


When the bell rings, I see the students rush- 
ing to their classes. I feel the shuffling of feet 
as the students push toward their rooms. Yet 
I feel a pain of lonliness when the day has ended 
and my “children” go home. 


I know I am only a milestone in the many 
steps toward success, yet I hope I will be an 
important one. I am trying my best to give 
them a good background. 


I am getting old and tired now, and I feel 
I am ready for retirement. I understand that they 
want to replace me. I have been called too old, 
and not safe. It’s kind of sad having to give up 
the job you’ve been doing for so very long, yet 
I think it’s time a young school got started, 
and worked hard like me. I only hope that it 
enjoys its work as much as I have, for these years 
are memories I will cherish forever. 


JupITH FREELAND 9-6 


‘che Spirit of Ariscoe 


EDITORIAL 


LTHOUGH the structure of Briscoe may be 

very old, this factor did not dampen the 
spirit of the students this year. Although an en- 
thusiastic feeling was shown greatly in the ath- 
letic sports and other school recreations, it was 
also exhibited by the students inside and outside 
school work. The participation of the students 
during the football season was especially com- 
mendable. This was mainly due to the fact that 
the football team was undefeated, which hasn’t 
occured in Briscoe School for over ten years. The 
basketball season was enthusiastically enjoyed 
also. The final outing of the basketball season 
was the faculty-varsity game which was witnessed 
by many amused and interested fans. Although 
the baseball season is always the minority in the 
school’s athletic sports, it was witnessed by spirit 
minded fans. 

In the previous paragraph I have listed the 
sports of Briscoe that were followed by many 
spirited students. But just what is this thing 
“spirit,” that I keep refering to? Probably the 
simplest definition is that it is “enthusiastic loy- 
alty.” Because this enthusiastic loyalty is an inner 
feeling in one’s mind, it is ageless. I think that 
the amount of spirit that a student displays, shows 
how much pride that person takes in his school. 
Although the first ingredient towards a successful 
team are players and a good coach, I think spirit 
is also very important. This is mainly because it 
boosts the morale of the players, so the next time 
you hear students practically breaking their vocal 
chords while watching some sport, don’t be 
ashamed or embarrassed to join in because you are 
doing it for the honor of your school. 


Betsy HASKELL 9-6 


(CILMI: (OVE eye) 


You're wonderful, 

You're marvelous, 

You're utterly divine. 

You make my heart go pitter-pat, 
You're simply sublime 

You're gorgeous personality 

As sweet as it can be, 

You lovely little darling, 

I'm awfully glad you're 

My class of nineteen sixty-three 


ANN Mari£ GILLIS 9 


NEGOTIATION: Key To Peace 
O negotiate, as defined by Webster’s New 
Collegiate Dictionary, “is to hold inter- 

course with a view of coming to terms.” It is 
my opinion that this is the key word in unlocking 
the doors of peace and unification of the world. 
A major step towards this goal was a conference 
of scientists from 87 different countries held in 
Geneva on February 4th. I feel that a parley of 
this sort could bring many solutions to world 
problems. These conferences should te held an- 
nually and in the event of a crisis, emergency 
meetings should be called. In conclusion, I 
strongly feel that if the national leaders would 
talk over matters, rather than spending billions 
of dollars needlessly on war materials, the world 
would be a much better place in which to live. 
Betsy HASKELL 9-9 


MY FIRST DAY AT BRISCOE 
S I walked in Briscoe’s hallowed halls of 
learning, I found that everything was 

different and new to me. The whole building 
seemed enormous. Students were rushing here 
and there, and I hadn’t the faintest idea where 
I was going. When I got to my first class, which 
took me quite a while to do, everyone was 
strange and interested in what I would be like. 
I made friends of those who sat near me in my 
first period class. They were very nice in directing 
me to my classes. After my first day I had many 
new experiences that sometimes bewildered me. 

The next day was not as bad, and I was able 
to find my way around. After two weeks every- 
thing didn’t seem as bad, and the students weren't 
moving as fast. Everyone was friendly, and the 
spirit was wonderful. 

I now seem to fit in with the crowd and I’m 
having a good time. You know, Briscoe is a very 
nice school after all. 

JACK ALEXANDER 9-9 


BRISGOESSPIRIT 


A school whose structure may be very old, 

But a Briscoe spirit does it hold. 

We live up to our motto “Play the game fair,” 

And in sports our losses are very rare. 

Working hard at our books each day, 

Missing many hours of fun and play, 

Until graduation day comes in °65, 

Then others will keep Briscoe Spirit alive. 
SUSAN YOFFA 7-3 
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New “seachers 


MRS. McCORMAC 
and 


MISS LATHROP 


Briscoe has a seventh grade French teacher this 
year. Mrs. Ruth McCormac was born in Seward, 
Alaska. She was schooled in Wisconsin and 
Washington. She went to college at Washington 
State University and then Middlebury College, 
Middlebury, Vermont. She taught in Texas and 
in other places in Massachusetts before coming 
to Briscoe. She now resides in Cambridge, Mass. 


After completing 1962 at Briscoe we said 
goodby to Mrs. McCormac and hello to Miss 
Marie-Frances Lathrop. Miss Lathrop started 
teaching at Briscoe in January 1963. 


Miss Lathrop was born in Chateaude Pecary 
Pomport, France, but was educated in America. 
She received her h‘gh school education in Bir- 
mingham, Alabama. She received her B.A. from 
Vasser. Before coming to Briscoe she taught at 
Weston High, Weston, Mass. She now lives in 
Cambridge, Mass. 

RICHARD DINKEN 7-3 


MRS. HARRINGTON 


Mrs. Harrington, an eight and ninth grade 
English teacher came to Briscoe Junior High 
School in the fall of 1962. She was born in Cleve- 
land, Ohio and is now residing in Watertown, 
Massachusetts. 


Mrs. Harrington, attended Syracuse University 
and graduated with a Bachelor of Arts degree. 
She then taught in the High School grades of the 
Public School system of Syracuse, New York. 
Her husband is now attending Harvard Gradu- 
ate School and is now working for his Doctorate 
in Anthropology. 


Mrs. Harrington enjoys classical music and 
has a large collection of symphonic stereo rec- 
ords. Another of her hidden talents is a very 
pleasant voice and she sings remarkably well. 
Other hobbies that occupy her time are interior 
decorating, reading, and traveling. 


Says Mrs. Harrington, “The students are just 
great and the atmosphere here is warm and 
cheerful.” 

JOEL MArGo_is 9-5 


MR. PELONZI 


Mr. Charles C. Pelonzi is a former student 
and teacher at Briscoe. He taught here for twelve 
years and then transferred to Memorial Junior 
High, and is now back at Briscoe. After eight 
years we consider him to be home again. 


Mr. Pelonzi, having resided in Beverly most 
of his life, has contributed much to this city as a 
teacher, guidance counselor, football coach, and 
citizen. 


His favorite hobbies are golf, hunting, fishing, 
and boating. 


MRS. MARTHA SCHRIEFER 
“Parlez-vous francais?” 


That is a question most likely to be asked by 
Briscoe’s new French teacher, Mrs. Schriefer. 
Born in New Jersey, she attended Cornell 
University and obtained her B.A. in French. She 
has taught at Ithaca High School before com- 
ing to Briscoe. She enjoys traveling and has 
traveled extensively in Europe. Her other hobbies 
are skiing and camping. 


When asked if she had any comments about 
Briscoe, Mrs. Schriefer said, “I have enjoyed my 
classes here very much and I like working with 
the student body. They seem to be a very mature 
group of thirteen and fourteen year olds. They 
are much different from their counterparts in 
France.” 

CYNTHIA FIELD 9-5 


MRS. ROBERT KOHRMAN 


Mrs. Robert Kohrman is a French teacher at 
Briscoe and Memorial Junior High School. She 
substituted in the North Shore area after earning 
her A.B. from the University of Michigan, where 
she majored in English. 


Mrs. Kohrman’s main interest is her husband, 
who is a chemist and is teaching mathematics in 
Hamilton. Together they enjoy traveling, sailing, 
books, and music. Her home is in Manchester. 


Tall, slender, and pretty, Mrs. Kohrman has 
liked her classes and Briscoe. Her students have 
found her stimulating. 
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Features 


A DEBATE BETWEEN 
MR. MEMORIAL & MR. BRISCOE 


So EAR ladies and gentlemen,” said Mr. 

~“— Beverly High School. ““We are here today 
to listen to a debate between Mr. Memorial, who 
is on my left and Mr. Briscoe, who is on my right, 
to see which is the better Junior High School in 
Beverly. We will start the debate with the sub- 
ject of tradition. Mr. Memorial, the floor is 
yours.” 

“Td like to start this subject by saying that 
we are not following tradition because we are a 
new school.” Then Mr. Memorial went on to 
say, “Instead, our pupils are making the tradition 
for the future students to follow. So I think we 
have the hardest job to do.” 


“Thank you very much, Mr. Memorial,” re- 
plied Mr. High. “The floor is yours, Mr. Bris- 
coe.” 

“T think you are mistaken, Mr. Memorial,” 
said Mr. Briscoe, “It is not as hard for a school 
to make a tradition as it is for a school to uphold 
the tradition already made. In other words,” Mr. 
Briscoe went on to say, “To start at the bottom 
and work up isn’t as hard as to be at the top and 
to stay there.” 


“Now we shall discuss the advantages the 
pupils have to learn more. Mr. Briscoe we shall 
start with you this time,” said Mr. High. 

“T think we have more advantages for the 
pupils because through the years we have acquired 
the best books, teachers, and have learned a way 
of making a subject more interesting to the pu- 
pil,” answered Mr. Briscoe. 


“Mr. Memorial, may we have your views on 
this subject?” said Mr. High. 

“We have better school rooms.” said Mr. Me- 
morial. “They are well-lighted and the desks are 
better for the pupils.” 


“Yes, I agree. You do have better school 
rooms,” said Mr. Briscoe, “but that has nothing to 
do with the learning, which happens to be what 
we are discussing,” Mr. Briscoe said quite frus- 
trated. 

“You are wrong,” said Mr. Memorial. “The 
better the rooms, the more attention the teacher 
will receive from the pupil. Therefore,” Mr. 
Memorial went on to say, “Our pupils have the 
advantage.” 


“Mr. Memorial,” interrupted Mr. Briscce. “I 
still say you are avoiding the subject.” 


“Please Gentlemen,” said Mr. High, ‘Please 
try to conduct yourselves properly. Now let’s 
not have anymore of this behavior. I suggest we 
drop the subject of learning advantages and dis- 
cuss the subject of extra curricular activities. 


Mr. Memorial, would you please start?” 


“Our school has football, basketball, hockey, 
photo club, tennis club, and many more,” said 
Mr. Memorial quite proudly. 


“Mr. Briscoe,” said Mr. High looking to his 
side of the stage. 


“We have the same, but our teams have beaten 
yours, over and over again,” said Mr. Briscoe 


with his head held high. 


“That's not true Mr. Briscoe,” said Mr. Mem- 
orial pounding his fist on the desk! 


“Now Gentlemen,” interrupted Mr. High. “I 
warned you before about these break-outs. Now 
I'm sorry but I shall have to draw this debate to 
a close. Would the ushers please collect the 
votes from the audience.” 


Fifteen minutes later. 


“T have the final results of the voting and I'm 
sorry to say, but it seems we have a tie between 
Mr. Briscoe and Mr. Memorial,” replied Mr. 
High. 

“Have you voted Mr. High?” said Mr. Memor- 
ial with a smile of relief on his face. 

“No I haven't,” said Mr. High, with a look 
of guilt on his face. 

“Whom is your vote for, Mr. High?” said 
Mr. Briscoe, quite relieved. 

“T couldn’t vote fairly gentlemen,” said Mr. 
High, “Because you see my name used to be Mr. 
Briscoe High School, so you see my vote wouldn't 
be fair. Do you Gentlemen agree? 

“Agreed,” replied Mr. Memorial. 

“Agreed,” replied Mr. Briscoe. 

“Then the vote is a tie. Thank you Mr. 
Briscoe, Mr. Memorial. Thank you Ladies and 
Gentlemen. Good night,” said Mr. High, as he 
walked off the stage as straight and as tall as he 
had ever walked before. 


JANICE LA ROCHE 9-4 
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HENRY CABO EEVODGE SIR: 


HE students of Briscoe Junior High School 
are extremely proud of Henry Cabot Lodge, 
Jr., a distinguished Beverly citizen. 

Mr. Lodge has attained world acclaim as the 
Chief Delegate to the United Nations. He was 
graduated from Middlesex School in Concord, 
Massachusetts, and Harvard University. Mr. 
Lodge received newspaper experience by working 
for the “Boston Evening Transcript” and the 
“New York Herald Tribune’. Later he obtained 
political assignments and was elected to terms 
in the United States Senate. Mr. Lodge experi- 
enced military service in World War II. 

Every Briscoe student is well aware of the 
service Mr, Lodge has rendered toward political 
achievements and is rendering toward the inter- 
ests of world peace. 


A DAY TO REMEMBER 


T had been a long, hard day. I had entered a 
room which I had never seen before. There 
were strange faces which I did not recognize. A 
tall, slender woman stood in the front of the 
room which had suddenly become unusually quiet. 
She then handed me a boxful of long, thin in- 
struments which were of every color of the rain- 
bow. She handed me a paper and gave me in- 
structions. I had begun working immediately, as 
the tall woman stood, looming over me, watching 
and observing. At last I finished my work and 
she approved. She had even gone so far as to 
give me a compliment which anyone would have 
known was a symbol of good work. I remained 
silent for some time before she gave me my 
next assignment. I got up and left immediatelv 
for the adjoining room, where I found my work 
cut out for me. There had keen -a large box 
containing several wooden blocks. My task fin- 
ished, I reported back for further instructions. 
I was greatly relieved when she informed me my 
work for the day was completed, and I was free to 
do as I pleased. I immediately ran out into the 
fresh air, breathed deep, and then began to 
ponder the day’s events. It had all seered so 
senseless and useless. I had liked several of my 
co-workers, but there had been a few whose 
attitudes I questioned. Then suddenly having 
recognized a familiar face, I raced toward the 
car where I began to inform my mother of the 
events that had taken place in mv first day of 

kindergarten 

JUDITH FREELAND 9-6 
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CYAsSosPROJEG EH 


S part of our social studies this year, the 

eighth grade spent about three weeks on a 
special guidance report. This report was about 
what we want to do when we get out of school. 
Many students had absolutely no idea on this 
subject, and others were sure what they want to 
do. Very few of us had done very much, if any, 
research on our future occupations, though. 


For almost everyone there was quite a bit of 
self-reflection involved to find out what we want 
in the future, and why. This was difficult, but for 
the most part very rewarding. Certainly we don’t 
have to follow this career, and chances are that 
many won't. But the time was spent well, I feel, 
because it gave us a chance to become more 
familiar with what we plan for ourselves, be- 
cause the day when we will be graduating from 
school is drawing closer and closer. 


SANDRA PIERCE 8-3 


HISTORY 


ANY of us, 8-3, 8-5, and 8-10 anyway, are 

learning history by an entirely different 
method than our parents learned by. We learn 
by taking part in re-enacting the history that we 
study. This can ke done in many different wavs. 
For example, when we studied the Constitution 
we had a Constitutional Convention. Each per- 
son played the part of the prominent men of 
the period and we rewrote the Constitution of the 
United States of America. By actually taking 
the parts of famous people in history we can al- 
most feel how they felt and relive their experi- 
ences. Thus the historical facts mean more to us. 


This type of learning can be done in many 
other ways, too. Several times we have had a 
panel made up of students taking the parts of 
famous people in history. They have a debate and 
answer class questions. There was the “Ani- 
mated Magazine,” too Each pupil picked some- 
thing from the period before the Civil War to 
base his article upon. Instead of writing the arti- 
cle each person acted it out in various ways. The 
students thought of manv original ways of pre- 
senting their articles. Two girls even put on a 
minstrel show. Thus the magazine came to life. 
Also there were team games and discussions. It is 
easy to see that learning history today is much 
more rewarding than it used to be. 


SANDRA PIERCE 8-3 


Student Council 


Top Ror — M. Riepheon G. Ganeiae: R, Walsh 
Bottom: J, Casali, P. Story, K. Guidi 


Top Row: C. Liporto, J. Rudsten, S. Pierce, P. Burgess, S. Curran 
V. Austin, C. Edwards, J. Tache, P. Barry 


Bottom: A. Gordon, C. Haynes, P. Wentworth, K. Kingston, G. Campbell 
B. Gillis 


Top Row: D. Kausel, J. Wacarro, P. Ahearn, J. Minigan, R. Duwart 


Bottom: J. Kennison, T. Marciano, B. Amore, J. Freedland, S. White, 
E. Skea, A. Gillis 
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Briscoe Keys 


BAMEVA® > LORY, 


Pamela Story, as President of Student Coun- 
cil, holds the coveted Master Key. The other 
various keys are all part of this one, and it repre- 
sents them all. It is considered the highest tae 
in Briscoe. Although the teachers select the 
keys, which one will lead the Student ae 
is decided by the ninth grade. 

At the first assembly of the year, Pam took 
her solemn et and pledged to assume all the 
responsibilities that were placed upon her. In 
turn, her first official act was installing the other 
keys. 

Intelligence and common sense is needed to fill 
such a position and Pam has it. She is a Briscoe 
Scholar and Citizen candidate. 

There has been mutual confidence between 
Pam and the ninth grade; they think a great 
deal of her and she is certain that they are very 
capable. Pam has shown her true colors: blue 
and gold. 


JOAN CASALI 


“To play the game fair” is the motto of Bris- 
coe Junior High. “Fair Play” is more than just 
an expression at Briscoe, it is our school spirit. 
The Briscoe Alphabet spells out what it means. 
Each year one Briscoe student is given the Fair 
Play Key as special recognition. This year it be- 
longs to Joan Casali. Joan came to Briscoe from 
the Cove-Montserrat School. In the seventh 
grade she was vice-president of her home room. 
This year she is on the Service Committee of the 
Student Council, and the faculty knows her as 
a conscientious worker. Her favorite subjects 
are science and social studies. For recreation and 
relaxation Joan enjoys tennis, swimming, gard- 
ening, and coin collecting. After college gradu- 
ation Joan plans to be a pharmacist. For all the 
time and effort she has given, Joan was voted 
the girl who “Contributed Most to Briscoe.” 


RUSSELL WALSH 


Russell Walsh holds the key of Friendship. 
He believes it represents how students should 
feel and act toward one another, and he tries to 
live up to this ideal. His main interest is sports. 
He was on this year’s football team. In the 
superlatives he was elected the boy “Most Like- 
ly to Succeed”. We don’t know about later life, 
but he certainly has succeeded well here. 


MYLES McPHERSON 

Myles McPherson is this year’s vice president 
of the student council. He holds the key of 
activities, representing the other things that 
Briscoe can offer besides education. He is 
terested in sports and was on our victorious 
football team. He also holds the offices as the 
secretary of the Briscoe Briefs and society edi- 
tor of the Reporter where he is perhaps best 
known for his “Dear Milli” column. Outside 
school he is a leader in the Boy Scouts and the 
YMCA. 


KATHLEEN GUIDI 


At Briscoe our Scholarship Key represents 
the aim of the school, and that is to teach and 
learn. This Key unlocks the door to higher edu- 
cation and better opportunities in the future. It 
is the basis of the academic work accomplished 
at Briscoe. This year’s holder of the Scholarship 
Key is Kathleen Guidi. Kathy attended the 
Cove-Montserrat School. In the seventh grade 
she was president of her home room. She is a 
Briscoe Scholar and her favorite subjects are 
algebra and French. Along with the honor, 
Kathy accepts the responsibilities of her post. 
She is an active member of our Student Coun- 
cil and she heads the Service Committee. She is 
also a Junior Volunteer at the Beverly Hospital. 
Because of her many accomplishments, the ninth 
grade class voted Kathy the girl “Most Likely to 


” 


Succeed. 
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BABY PICTURES BOOKS 


With a book you can travel 
Susan White To lands far away 


i 

2. Bonnie Fitzgerald From Europe and Asia 

a MNAIEEA leans From Africa to the U.S.A. 

4. Pat D’Amato You can travel to Alaska with its cold weather, 
5. Lois McRae ice, and snow, 

6. Betty Tuneburg You'll meet the inhabitants, mostly Eskimos 
7. Carol and Jodi Pszenny You can travel to Europe, to Germany and Spain; 
8. Mardee Gerren You can go by plane, by ship or train. 
9. Charles Twombly 

VOte Tad Heelan You can sail down the Nile 

Tipe Bee Eeell To ancient lands, 


Home of the Pharoahs 


2. Janice LaRoch 
1 Janice LaRoche And of shifting sands. 


13. Vivian Gardner 


14. Daniel Kausel You could go to Lapland 
15. James Corbett With its very cold weather, 
16. Joel Margolis Or you could go to Scotland 
17. Ann Marie Viel And see the heather. 


18. Patti Crombie 
19. Kathy Guidi 
20. Margaret Smith 


You could go to England 
With its ancient castles and moors. 


Maybe in a book, 


Go (2 1 te tO Noo OR 


- Sage ay Even Russia would open her doors. 

3. Jeanne Sutherland BONNIE FALLIS 8-5 

4. Fred McFaulds 

5. Richard Flynn HONESTY 

6. Gale Nelson 

Te Datlertea ha rete re Apeees I bought a pound of chocolate candies 
8. John Wilkins along with my other things for the party 
9. George Copelas I'm having. As soon as I got home, I weighed it, 
Gm DoreeniBerdee and it wasn’t a pound. It was four ounces off. 
ise pee ee A person of little honesty, hah? 

Econ Cie Well, he thought he was fooling me. But he 
ADs Deere didn’t! I gave him a dollar; and then I found 
Pe eiicwer: that he, unintentionally fooled himself. 

pe eniseten The candies cost 69c. Therefore he should 


have given me 3lc change. But he took the 3lc 


37. Kathy Nimblett and gave me the 69c! So I took it! Did I do 


5 
38. Carol Bogrett 
3 


wrong? 
39. Gloria Watson ANTONIETTA CALITRI 9-3 
40. Eleanor Skea 
41. Roberta Saunders 
; = LATER 
42. Joan Brennan 
43. Susan Stickens Mother asks her son, 
44. Jacqueline Woodfin “Aren't you doing your homework, Bobby?” 
45. Linda Hood Bobby replies, 
46. Anna Liporto “Tl do it later, mother!” 


(It’s getting closer to supper time now when 


Bobby asks) 


47. James Powers 


48. Jerry Vaccaro 


AOMeURTaeeieerne “Aren't you getting supper ready, mother?” 
50. Deborah Cleaves And mother sparta ty a h 

BT ePheiie Baers “Tl get it ready later, son! 

52. Richard Lebell ANTONIETTA CALITRI 9-3 
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Literary 


EXODUS 


N Exodus the author, Leon Uris, described the 
struggle of the Jews to establish a home- 
land in Israel after the horrors of the Second 
World War. In Europe six million Jewish peo- 
ple had been killed by Hitler and his Nazi fol- 
lowers. The survivors had no place to go. There 
wasn’t a country in the world that could or 
would take in these defeated, sick, downtrodden 
people. The only place the miserable survivors 
could ever hope to live with dignity was a land 
of their own. The country they needed was the 
one promised to the ancient Hebrews in the 
Bible, Eretz Yisroel, the Land of Israel. 

To tell the story of how the Jews fought the 
British and then the Arabs to establish their 
nation Mr. Uris used a group of ficticious char- 
acters, and although they were ficticious many 
people like them did exist. First, there was Ari 
Ben Canaan, a sabra, that is a Jew born in 
Israel. Ari was one of the leaders of Mossad 
Aliyah Bet, the organization to smuggle Jews 
into British-controlled Palestine. Also there was 
Dov Landau, a teenaged “graduate” of the War- 
saw Ghetto and the concentration camp at 
Auschwitz. There was Karen Hansen Clement, 
the daughter of a German-Jewish professor. She 
had been smuggled into Denmark just before 
the war, and after the war she came to Israel in 
search of her father. Finally, there was Kitty 
Freemont, an American nurse who at first felt 
strange among the Jews. Mr. Uris brought these 
people together to describe how and why people 
fought and died for a land that was half swamp 
and half desert. 

Ari Ben Canaan was a man of iron. He stood 
over six feet tall and had a muscular build. He 
was a determined man and his determination 
showed in his physical appearance. 

Ari was obsessed with the idea of giving his 
people a home where no Jew would ever have to 
live in fear. He would not rest until his dream 
was fulfilled. He personified the almost super- 
human steadfastness, energy, and devotion 
necessary for the Jews to win over the might of 
fifty million Arabs. 

Ari’s conflict was closely related to his person- 
ality. He considered any show of emotion a weak- 
ness. He fell in love with Kitty, the American 
nurse, but she would not marry him because she 
felt he didn’t need her or anyone else. Ari was 
a tower of strength, and he could never bend 


before anyone. Even in his work for Mossad 
Aliyah Bet he never let his heart dominate his 
head. His manner was always businesslike 
whether he was dealing with the British army or 
Jewish war orphans. No matter what his true 
feelings were he almost always hid them beneath a 
calm outward appearance. 

Ari's battle with his emotions was resolved on 
the first night of Passover, after the State of 
Israel had been established by the United Nations. 
He was at his mother’s home with Kitty, Dov 
Landau, and another friend, Bruce Sutherland. 
They were awaiting Karen Clement’s arrival so 
that they could begin the seder, the traditional 
Passover feast. Karen never came. 

Karen had been working at a new youth 
settlement in the Negev, Israel's southern desert. 
One night she had guard duty; Arabs from near- 
by Egypt sneaked up and murdered her. 

Ari learned of Karen’s death over the phone. 
He announced the terrible news to the others 
then walked out of the house. Kitty fainted. 
When she regained consciousness she went out to 
Ari. She found him sitting in the barn. She 
walked to him and tried to get him to come back. 
Then, for the first time in many years, Ari Ben 
Canaan cried. He poured out his heart to Kitty, 
telling her how his father, his uncle, most of his 
friends, and now Karen who had been almost 
like a daughter to him had been killed fighting 
Arabs and British. The immovable rock that had 
been Ari Ben Canaan had finally moved. He soon 
regained his composure, but he proved to himself 
and to Kitty that he was a human being with 
human emotions. 

Ari's conflict and its resolution was the means 
by which the author explained the conditions 
and attitudes of the Jewish people in the latter 
part of the 1940's. They had been treated worse 
than animals during the Nazi attempt at genocide 
and after the war they struggled unceasingly 
to attain their basic human rights. They fought 
to gain control of their own land; they fought the 
Arabs who wanted to take that land away, and 
they fought the land itself to make it a land flow- 
ing with milk and honey. The Jews fought to 
the limit and still they continued to fight. But just 
as Ari Ben Canaan turned out to be an ordinary 
mortal, after the combat was ended and the 
battles were won the Jews also proved merely to 
be human beings. 


SUE SCHWARTZ 9-6 
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DECEMBER 27 
EFORE I relate the strange end of a doomed 


man, a man caught between the forces of 
nature, I wish to comment that the following 
should serve as a memorandum that man is but 
a mere instrument of forces greater than he him- 
self and should act in accordance. Thus from 
the diary of one Mr. James Green, I have derived 
the truth which is always so much more astound- 
ing than fiction. 

December 27 

A life resembles a clock in that the years within 
that life are ticked away and lost like seconds. If 
only I had been truly aware of that fact before; 
before I lived an empiricism that is ultimately 
ending in my destruction, or in reality, reduction. 

It was biting cold that Christmas morning 
with the north wind howling as if with human 
emotion I had just completed work on a new 
formula, and as I poured this formula into a 
beaker of water (I will employ the use of the 
word “water” to discourage any so foolhardy or 
mad as myself from attempting to reproduce the 
concoction) a tumultuous bubbling noise com- 
menced which lasted for several moments. When 
it abated, I examined the unworldly contents 
through which my scrutinization revealed to te 
of metallic compound. Perhaps I am stark rav- 
ing mad and perhaps I am not, but, either the 
case, you will by reading on, learn the grotesque. 
I have adequate reason to suspect that the formula 
had a hypnotic effect, for after several hours 
time had lapsed, I had an unreasonable compulsion 
to taste the infernal brew. 

All that I can tell you is that I have been 
shrinking ever since. This brings you up to date. 
Today is the twenty-seventh and the cursed solu- 
tion has already reduced me to size of a mouse. 
The mere potentiality that my discovery might 
see further and worse misuse has driven me to 
take drastic measures. I have destroyed the for- 
mula and all evidence of it, so that no other 
wretched soul shall ever share in my hideous fate. 
The mind of man, curious as it may be, is still in 
the infantile stage, and, therefore, it is not intend- 
ed by those forces so great that he share their 
enigmas which century upon century will not 
disclose. 


James Green 


Such is the incredible end of one Mr. James 
Green — a doomed man caught between the 
forces of nature, reality, and himself. 


STEPHEN D. Lipson 9-7 
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A LESSON LEARNED 


While heading for the Bowl-O-Mat on a Monday 
night, 

I was told I was a member, much to my delight, 

Upon arrival, in a hasty throw, off my jacket 
went, 

When asked with whom I was competing, to 
lane 20 I was sent. 


I realized I must play my best — competition 
would be great. 

Would I bowl as well as other nights — ke kind 
to me O — Fate! 

Dick and Bob were on one team, Jack and I on 
the other, 

Which would be the winner — that, yet, we 
must discover. 


We were first, certain of a win — over confident 
were we, 

After the beginning score of forty, victory was 
plain to see. 

Dick and Bob kept rolling spares with eight and 
nine the extra ball, 

They caught up very quickly, so behind were we 
to fall. 


Pins were falling left and right, one more ball 
had we. 

Our initial score of forty was now an even — one 
sixty-three, 

Dick and Bob rolled — one eighty-four, their 
total score that night, 

Which proved to us that over confidence was 
responsible for our plight. 


FREDRICK RISOLDI 7-4 


CANINE WISDOM 


There once was a friendly little pup, 
Who made acquaintance with a buttercup. 


He sat all day by the certain spot, 
Even in weather that was so hot, 


For this, there was a special reason, 
In keeping faithful vigil, during summer season. 


It was because this plant had grown, 
Directly, over his delicious bone. 


LEE THIBODEAU 7-4 


DEAR DIARY 
Through The Years 


June, 1958 
Dear Diary, 

Today I finished the fourth grade. Boy am I 
happy! I've got a whole summer ahead of me for 
swimming, hiking, and stuff. Best of all, I won't 
have to look at any of those awful boys in my 
class for ten whole weeks. I hate boys more 
than anything, even arithmetic tests! 

x x * 
June, 1961 
Dear Diary, 


Today was the last day of school. I’m no 
longer in the seventh grade. It’s great to think 
that next September I won't be one of the young- 
est kids in Briscoe, for a change. 

This summer will be a ball!!! Next week 
Alice is having a party with boys!!! She cer- 
tainly is brave to invite boys to her house. I 
don’t think Ill ever have that much nerve. 

* * * 
June, 1963 
Dear Diary, 

This morning I graduated from junior high. 
Soon I'll be a sophomore. Somehow that seems 
so much older than being a ninth-grader. Just 
think, in September I'll be going to the same 
school as all the senior boys! 

I've almost finished the preparations for my 
party. There will be eight boys and eight girls. 
I hope Margie doesn’t flirt with Phil. He’s too 
good for her. If he doesn’t dance most of the 
slow ones with me, Ill die. 

* x * 
June, 1966 
Dear Diary, 

Today I closed the door on my childhood. 
Graduation was wonderful, and yet, the thought 
of leaving Beverly High and the friends I have 
there made me cry. 

Soon the kids will be here and we will leave 
for the parties. Joe told me has something import- 
ant to ask. I hope he'll give me his ring. I hate 
to think of going away to college without having 
a special “boy back home.” 

June, 1970 
Dear Diary, 

Today I received my degree and my engage- 
ment ring. I will start teaching in September. 
Dan and I will be married in the spring. It’s all 
too wonderful for words. 


SUSAN SCHWARTZ 9-6 


JO-JO 


Perched upon my dresser 

Like a king upon a throne, 

Sits a pert, comical jester, 
Whose pleasure is mine to own. 


His roly-poly face punctuated with glee, 
Makes him admired by both you and me. 
A little red nose above a mouth of over size, 
Pipe cleaner brows over twinkling black eyes. 


Red velvet hat topped with fluffy, white lace, 
Completes the picture of the perfect face. 

Lace arms, lace legs and tiny red hands, 

Are excellently suited for his small demands. 


His majesty reigns o'er all his subjects, 
Perfume bottles and combs bow low, 
Mirror and powder puff serve the elect, 
All hail the jester, King Jo-Jo. 


REBECCA MorRILL 7-4 


THE UNDERWATER WORLD 


The bottom of the ocean is a fantastic place. 

There are hundreds of fish looking right at your 
face. 

As you dive down into this unknown land, 

You will be greeted by water plants that sway 
as they stand. 


Everything down there is so very still, 

Except the movement of a shark coming in for 
the kill. 

The killer whale is the king here. 

He gracefully swims anywhere. 

A variety of stones for all to see, 

At the bottom they will be, 

Multicolored and sparkling all in a line. 


How I wish they could be mine. 


RICHARD COFFIN 7-4 


BASEBALL 
Baseball is a game of fun 
Which dims when the umpire calls, “Strike one!” 
And when he loudly shouts, “Strike three!” 
That’s the end of fun for me. 


HARVEY DORFSMAN 7-3 
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THE RUNAWAY 


T is too!” screamed a sandy-haired eleven 

year-old. 

“Now listen, Billy,” said his father calmly. “I 
know from experience it isn’t so.” 

Down came Billy’s spirits. The only thing he 
liked better than arguing was winning an argue- 
ment. “Humph! I bet he knows,” Billy grumbled. 

“Don’t you dare talk back to me!” shouted 
his usually calm father. “Get to bed!” 

“Get to bed,” mocked Billy under his breath 
as he climbed the stairs. “That’s all I ever hear 
anymore. Guess I know when I’m not wanted.” 
This was the third time in a week that Billy 
had gone to bed early. 

“Tm gonna get outta here,” he said to him- 
self. Billy packed a canteen of water, seven dol- 
lars and three cents, one pair of shoes and various 
other garments. He wore a pair of flannel-lined 
pants and a heavy jacket. A large oak tree was 
his escape route to the ground. The temperature 
was eighteen degrees and getting colder. 

After an hour’s walk, Billy stopped in a small 
woods for the night, about three miles from 
home. As he sat against a tree he thought of the 
past evening and wished he had stayed home. 
“Boy!” he said to himself, “I wish I could hear 
‘Get to bed’ now.” 

That night he had slept for six hours all to- 
gether and awoke cold, hungry, and tired. “Billy!” 
came a faraway voice. Thinking he was still 
dreaming, Billy did not answer. “Billy, answer 
me, if you can!” came the voice again. 

“Over here, Dad!” cried Billy. 

Suddenly a blue garbed policeman ran to him 
and took him to his car. 

“Tm taking you home,” said the man cheerily. 

“Good,” smiled Billy. “But I thought you were 
mv father.” 

“He’s waiting at home for you. You were 
the object of a two hundred man search party 
covering five square miles.” 

“Guess Dad does like me a little,” said Billy 
lowly. 


The policeman chuckled. 


ROGER DuWART 9-8 


A FUTURE SWIMMING CHAMP 
belong to the Beverly Y.M.C.A. Swim Team 


in which up until a few weeks ago, I had 
been considered a fair swimmer. Every Tuesday 
and Thursday it was the same old story — walk 
to the “Y™, dive into the pool, swim the usual 
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ten lengths at my usual speed for the usual 
“warm-up”, after which I’d be exhausted! 
Well, this routine went on for nearly two 
years (heaven only knows why I stayed with it 
that long) before Mrs. Smith decided to enter 
me in a real race, not my regular — that horrid 
novice. I was going to swim freestyle for the 
relay team at the Interstate Meet. Here was my 
chance to show off my speed as a swimmer. 
The day of my debut as a swimming champ 
and to tell you 


came suddenly — too quickly 
truthfully, I was petrified! I was so scared I al- 
most resolved to eliminating myself from the 
race, but the next thing I knew, I was in the 
Lawrence Y.M.C.A., and my big event was 
being called. When I heard my name read off, 
a lump formed, and I knew I couldn't go 
through with it. (I probably wouldn’t have ex- 
cept I knew what the kids would think)! 

There I was standing by the poolside, scared 
to death! The judge called for silence and he 
got it — the place was like a tomb! Everyone’s 
eyes were upon me — I could feel them. The 
total effect was horrible! 

The judge’s voice boomed, “Swimmers; get 
ready, take your mark, (here goes nothing) 
BANG!! Off went that deafening blast from the 
gun, people yelling and screaming, water flying, 
arms churning!!! But here I am Thursday night 
at the “Y° swimming my usual speed for the 
usual “warm-up”, and now I’m exhausted!! 


PAMELA STORY 9-9 


WHAT IS A MOTHER LIKE? 


A mother is like a tree, 

Which all her fruits she gives. 

She gives her flowers, her leaves; 

For you, of all she gives. 
A mother is like a reservoir. 
The more water you take, the more it pours. 
Always fresh, always shiny, 
And her foundation is lovely. 

A mother is like an ocean, 

For you her heart is always open. 

And while she’s dreaming, dreams of you; 

She’s probably wondering if you love her true. 


ANTONIETTA CALITRI 9-3 


ONESS LER SAT EAL 


F you were to visit the launch pad at Salt Lake 
on June first, of the year 2366 A.D. you 
would see the sleak, silvery body of a Saturn roc- 
ket take off into space. All the hopes of America 
were pinned on this one shot. It would put the 


United States one step ahead of the French. 
Ever since the third World War had ended, 
France had been ahead of the States. Russia 
and the United Kingdom had ceased as powers. 
France and the United States had been on the 
verge of nuclear war for the past sixty years. 

The ship raced through space toward Mars. 
Many scientists believed there was human life on 
Mars. There had been much evidence of it: 
an unidentified object had been spotted orbiting 
the planet and strange unexplained clouds ap- 
peared at times The crew members wondered if 
there actually could be life there. 

There were three in the crew in all. Michael 
Grant and Bob Tompson were regular astronauts 
trained to operate the ship and record data on 
the trip. Jim Hale would be in charge of scienti- 
fic exploration once the ship landed. 

Mike Grant was a man of about forty. He 
had silvery gray hair and eyes to match. His 
whole life was devoted to training for space 
exploration making him one cf the most experi- 
enced astronauts alive. 

Bob Thompgon was a young blonde-blue eyed 
boy. He was green compared tc Grant. He 
was bubbling over with excitement because it was 
only his second trip. 

Jim Hale was the oldest of the group. He was 
in his late fifties. Jim was respected by all, not 
only because of his experience and Fravery but 
because of his wisdom. 

Twenty-four days later the ship landed in a 
clearing surrounded by large, jagged crags. The 
men decided thst Tompson and Hale would 
make the first exploratory expedition. Both don- 
ned space suits and gathered various equipment. 
Thompson took a special camera and Hale took 
apparatus to measure different atmospheric condi- 
tions. 

They left the ship and proceeded to climb out 
of the crater-like valley. Bob Tompson reached 
the top first. 

“Holy Mackerel!” he shouted. 

Hale was now just a few feet from the top. 

“What is it?” questioned the older man as he 
reached the top. 

Stretched out before them for miles was a 
massive city. The structures were quite modern 
and seemed to be far in advance of Earth’s. There 

2 ao to ke no sign of life. 

“We can remove our helmets,” said Hale in a 
confused tone, “their atmosphere seems to be like 
ours!” 


The pair made haste toward the city. When 


they reached their destination they began hunt- 
ing life. They could find nothing. The streets 
were empty, there were no vehicles about, and 
doors were locked. 

They finally decided to break into one of the 
dwe finest An older house designed something 
like those on Earth was their choice. The furni- 
ture inside was much like Earth’s furniture. 
Just then Bob’s eyes met with a picture on one 
of the walls. 

“They look just like us!” he said. 

Sure enough the picture showed a human being. 
Under the picture was a desk. 

“Let's see what’s in the desk,” said Hale. 

The first thing they came across was a diary. 
They knew it had to be translated in the decod- 
ing machine so they left the city and returned to 
the ship. 


The story the diary told was unbelievable! It 
took place roughly one hundred years before: 

“IT was at the head of the scientific project. We 
were working on a new weapon more powerful! 
and destructive than ever before known, the 
solar bomb.” 

“Three wars had already gone by and my coun’ 
try was desperately trying to complete the tomb 
before another war broke out. Little did 
know that the bomb would cause twice the a 
tion of a nuclear bomb, more than any life ay 
withstand. People warned us that it was wrong, 
that we had already upset the balance of nature 
too much but we didn’t listen, we went on with 
our research. 

“Several years later a war broke out. Both 
sides used solar bombs. Eight, ten, maybe even 
twenty of them were exploded. The radiation 
slowly began to move across the planet smother- 
ing all life in its path People went inside to die. 
Thev locked up their cities and spent their last 
davs in seclusion. As far as I know I am the last 
ft. I started it and I shall be the last to be 

yy it. I finally understood. War is like 
a disease. It creeps around, affecting minds and 
finally chokes its victims.” 
This was the last entry in the diary. There 
lence in the recom for several minutes. Bob 
Tompson was Icoking over the diary when he 
came across a loose piece of paper. He put it in 
the translator. 

“Gee whiz,” Bob exclaimed excitedly, “this is 
the entire mathematical equation for harnessing 
solar energy. Boy, can the United States use 
this!” 

“Yes,” said Hale looking off into nowhere, “I 
guess they will.” 
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THE FIRST MAN 
ON THE MOON 


_ ELLO there everyone. This is your Roving 

Reporter, Nat Nicolopolis. I am here at 
the testing rooms of the two candidates for the 
first manned rocket to the moon. I shall interview 
Les Ness (known to the public as “Wait Les 
Ness”), and Bull Shevitz. So far, both of these 
men have undergone tests of things that they 
would have to go through on a trip to the moon.” 


“One of the tests the... . Oh, just a moment. 
There is Wait Les now. Oh Mr. Ness, I’m the 
Roving Reporter Nat Nicolopolis, of channel 37. 
Could you please answer a few questions for our 
television audience?” 

“First, which of the tests that you have taken 
thus far has seemed the most realistic to you?” 

“Well, Mr. Nicolopolis, the test that seemed 
very real to me was when I was taken into a small 
room, in which there were all kinds of instru’ 
ments like those on the inside of a rocket. Next, 
I was put on a long seat. Then, the lights went 
out. I could see out of a port-hole shaped window. 
There were replicas of planets, stars, and every- 
thing that you would see if you were in outer- 
space. Then, I had a very funny feeling. They 
informed me later that during that time I was 
weightless.” 

All of a sudden, a loud voice came over the 
public address system. “Mr. Les Ness, please 
come to the main conference room immediately.” 

Inside the conference room, the head-ones of 
the Rocket-Readying committee were discussing 
Les. “Well,” said Professor Smyth, “I’m very 
happy that we decided on Les Ness to take the 
first manned rocket ride. Oh, there you are Les. 
I think we have very good news for you. After 
careful consideration, we have decided that you 
are to be the first moon explorer from the 
US.Ar 

By this time, news reporters were nearly 
breaking the door down. 

The next day was declared a holiday. Les 
Ness appeared on coast to coast television pro- 
grams all day. His home town, Meshville, Ohio, 
declared a week of celebration. Schools, factories, 
offices, and all other places of employment were 
closed down. The Ness family, which consisted 
of three girls, two boys, Mrs. Ness, and Mrs. 
Crabovitz, Les’ mother-in-law, gave a great party. 

The days and weeks seemed to fly by. Finally 
the day came. The sky was clear and blue. The 
blast-off was set for 9:45 E.S.T. 

Now, Les was in his place in the rocket. His 
family was in a near-by building. All had their 
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fingers crossed, except his mother-in-law. She had 
a sly smile on her face as if she was glad Les was 
going. 

The tense seconds were going fast... . 7-6-5- 
4-3-2-1-Ignition . . . blast-off. And now Les Ness 
was on his way to the moon .. . 

He was gaining altitude rapidly. All of a 
sudden, he got the feeling of FALLING, falling, 
falling. Then, he heard a voice say, “Mr. Ness, 
are you all right? You'll feel better after the 
ether wears off. Hope you didn’t feel anything 
when I pulled that tooth.” 


PATTI CROMBIE 9-9 


AS PRAYER 


In the darkness of a lonely night, 
Or in a strange and far-away place, 
A simple prayer is hope and light. 
Or a prayer can bring hope to a sad old face. 
Or make a miracle come true. 

Yes, a prayer is mighty in every way, 
If it is from a heart that’s true. 


SUSAN RYNO 9-6 


THESLOVES#ANDSEDEE 
OF AN AFRICAN SVIOEER 


was born an African violet. My life began 

at a home on Abbott Street, high on a shelf in 
the kitchen. I was a very sensitive seedling, who 
demanded an excessive amount of water and sun 
daily. As I grew to maturity, my little buds 
blossomed into large, purple flowers. I once had 
a crush on a potted geranium. He was the cutest 
thing, with fluffy red hair. But my love shattered 
when he was moved to the diningroom table. 
But I soon recovered from my heart-breaking ex- 
perience, 

Today, a full grown violet, I am happily mar- 
ried to the nicest jonquil on the shelf. My child- 
ren are growing up, and are graduating from 
school in June. I am the proudest mother and 
wife and I couldn’t be happier. My husband is a 
gardner and my son is studying to be a botanist. 
Mv oldest daughter Rose, is engaged to the car- 
nation next door. 

Who knows what the future will bring? My 
children will grow up, get married, and move 
to a pot of their own. Eventually my petals will 
fall off and I will wither away. But until the 
day that I am discarded as a “has been” I will 
continue to live, love, and enjoy life. 


JupI FREEDLAND 9-6 


REQUIEM 


UR student council, when I was in the 
seventh grade, voted to start a sports pro- 
gram. Our’s had always been a small school in a 
rural area, and a lot of kids had never had a 
chance to play football. They felt that a football 
team would give the students a chance to develop 
school spirit and a sense of sportsmanship, and 
give them a chance to have good clean fun. The 
President of the Student Council, Pete Adams, 
put the question to the principal. He said that 
the school could hire the new math teacher, Mr. 
Humphrey, who was coming that fall, to coach, if 
the student body could raise the money for the 
uniforms. Pete really wore himself out to raise 
that money, but by the time Mr. Humphrey 
came, we just didn’t have enough money for 
eleven football helmets and shoulder pads. The 
Student Council decided it would be enough to 
provide each boy with a numbered jersey. Be- 
cause Mr. Humphrey had come so late in the sea- 
son, the boys just practiced that year. 

The only school close enough for us to play 
was Laderdale High. They had gotten a football 
team that year, too. They were the only ones we 
could play the next season. Maybe we never 
should have started the team, after all. Pete, of 
course, was on the team. Mr. Humphrey had 
had a lot of other work to do, so Pete had been 
working with the boys almost more than Mr. 
Humphrey had. Pete spent so much time on foot- 
ball that year that he nearly failed, but the Stu’ 
dent body elected him “Most Popular” at the 
end of the year. We were just a junior high 
school, and we should never have played Lader- 
dale High. 

It happened the first time we got the ball 
Pete, of course, was the quarterback. He tried 
to run through the line. The Laderdale boys 
piled onto him from all sides. We couldn't tell 
what happened from the stands. One moment 
all the boys were running around and shouting. 
In the next, they were gathered in a wide quiet 
circle around a limp figure. The homemade num- 
bers on the cheap jersey told us it was Pete 
Adams. Some of us didn’t learn until the next 
day that Peter Adams had died. A lot of people 
cried at the funeral, even the football team. 


I'm a junior at Laderdale High now. It 
doesn’t have a football team. Nobody talks 
about Peter. Some people might have forgotten 
about him. It’s easy to forget something that 
hurts you when you remember it. Some of the 
sophomores never heard of Pete. Laderdale is 
growing up. There are three football teams in 


the area. Even some of the boys who were on the 
old junior high team want to play football. 

In about two years, some of the sophomores 
will ask the principal to let the school play foot- 
ball. If he will have had a good memory, he will 
reason that the school can’t afford good equip- 
ment, and the boys’ safety might be endangered. 
But nothing like that would have a chance of 
happening at Laderdale. Besides, that’s the 
chance you take if you want to develop the boys 
into good citizens. The boys will get their team. 


JOHN ROBINSON 9-6 


SPRING 


As I sit under the trees in the meadow, 

I listen to the soft rippling water of the brook. 

It flows over the rocks, 

And over old Mr. Turtle, 

Who is sunning himself. 

The big green frog jumps from water lily to 
water lily. 


The flowers bloom brightly in the spring. 

All the trees are dressed in new leaves. 

The brightly colored yellow forsythia bushes 
are lovely to see. 

I like purple and white lilacs, too. 

They have a lovely scent. 


The swans are swimming in the lake. 

They are very pretty. 

The people in the park give popcorn to the 
gray and white pigeons. 

They also ride in the swan boats. 

The park is beautiful with green grass, and bright 
benches, 

And many trees which give plenty of restful 


shade. 


Children are playing in the park. 

Girls play jumprope, 

Boys play ball. 

The mothers sit and watch their chi'dren at 
play. 

The lake is sprakling prettily, 


Spring has come at last. Betty PITMAN 7-5 


GETTING MOTHER PACKED 


Max, the meat packer, was a downcast man, 
But today he cast a grin; 

His arms, his legs, his chest, his hands, 
Were twice those of other men. 

He swings his cleaver, first left, then right, 
The fastest packing you ever saw; 

You see, he’s pleased with his day’s work, 
Today he packed his mother-in-law. 
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THE STORY OF THE SEA 


I awoke in the morning and walked down to the 
shore. a 

The sun was warm, the air was fresh and clean. 

The beauty of what was around me glowed intp 
my heart. 

As the ships went sailing by my heart went with 
them. 

I stood there as the sea told me of its story, 

Of its rich and vast domain, strange and deep; 

Of its mysterious kingdoms far and wide. 

It showed me its beauty and the peace it holds 
in the deep . 

The sea was so gentle and peaceful that day. 

I will love the sea forever and ever. 

For the sea will tell that story over and over, 
never ceasing to die. 


SUSAN RYNO 9-6 


»DANESBEAGCH. 


When I'm all alone and have nothing to do, 
Or when I’m unhappy and feeling blue, 

I go to a wonderful place I know, 

Where there’s ocean, sand, and lots of snow, 

At the beautiful sight my heart swells inside, 
The thrill that I get is impossible to hide. 

The waves roll in and the birds fly out, 

It’s all God’s nature without a doubt. 

I've seen the water when it’s a deep dark green, 
And the clouds above, Oh! what a scene! 

The sea gulls swoop down and after a while, 
They flutter away mile upon mile. 

There’s grace and ease, 

In the rolling seas 

It’s breathless beauty you can’t define 

And at that very moment it’s all mine. 

You can look out and see islands big and small, 
Some are short and some are tall. 

This is where my paradise will always be, 

Down at the beach near the rolling sea. 


LINDA TREFRY 9-4 


HIS FIRST GLANCE 


I remember the first time he looked at me, 

It was right in front of room twenty-three. 

His eyes were sparkling, dark and brown, 
Laughing like a little boy at a funny clown. 

It was then a voice called out from behind, 
And searching for the caller, his eyes met mine. 
All too quickly his eyes turned away, 

But I remember his glance, even today. 


MARY CONRAD 7-3 
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LUNCH-TIME 


The tickets impatiently are being counted, 

For each moments wait, the hunger has mounted. 
Finally comes the longed for bell, 

Food in the lunch room will quickly sell. 


At least once or twice each day, 

Someone “accidentally” drops a tray. 

Then without delay, comes laughter, 

The victim will remember this day hereafter. 


All voices in unison are sounding, 

While Mr. Gilboard’s foot is pounding. 
To the microphone he will go, 

From the pupils comes “Oh no”. 


About the room there’s so much sorrow, 
Everyone whispers “quiet lunch tomorrow”. 
Then comes the chance to quietly sit, 

And prove as adults we're really quite fit. 


La RAE GAINER 8-6 


WAR 


Ever since the world began 

A thing was caused only by man. 

Yes, it is war and war alone, 

That we must hate and can’t condone. 


It can tear the flesh right from your heart, 
Because it makes you grieve and part. 

War causes destruction and disaster, 

Though man sometimes makes war his master. 
War brings more hate and causes more pain, 
And man causes all this and it is easy to explain, 
Why war leaves a scar that can last forever. 


SUSAN RYNO 9-6 


“EARLY MORNING” 


When I wake up what do I see? 

A tiny bird staring at me. 

He chirps a good-morning to me each day, 
And then very quickly he flies away. 

Off in a distance what do I hear? 

A six-o'clock church bell loud and clear. 

My window pane is now covered with frost. 
Outside I see snow flakes being gently tossed. 
Then I realize that fall is gone, 

And a snow white winter is now turned on. 
I'll miss the fall with it colorful trees, 

For on chilly mornings I'll awake with a sneeze. 


LINDA TREFRY 9-4 


HISeCOULDSLIIAREEN 
TORY Of 


OMEWHERE in our endless universe is a 
planet whose civilization is more advanced 
than our’s. It is only logical that earth isn’t the 
undisputed master of a limitless area of space 
which includes an uncountable number of stars, 
planets, and moons. To prove my theory we must 
go far into the fourth dimension — time — un’ 
til 8906 when the greatest scholars of the world 
finally accepted my theory as scientific truth. The 
reasons for abruptly changing their views re- 
mained relatively unknown to the greater part 
of the population of the world and the recently 
independent colonies of the moon and Mars. 
However, I shall now disclose the reasons for the 
earth’s change in views to the readers of this 
unbelievable article before it actually occurs. 


Several decades ago an unpublicized space 
craft left Point Barrow early one morning. Its 
mission was to determine whether or not human 
life existed in its galaxy or any other in the 
universe. Although the speed of the rocket was 
ten times the speed of light, it seemed to move 
pityfully slow compared to the great distances in 
space. After several discouraging stops, the craft 
speedily headed towards the planet Zori, the least 
known planet in its solar system. This planet 
can only be seen from earth two davs in cne 
year. However, earth did know that it has four 
large moons which revolve around it, several 
seas and oceans engulf it, and a few mysterious 
explosions have recently occurred on it. As the 
speed of the space craft decreased and slowly 
arched towards Zori to land, the sky lit up in an 
orange blinding glow which indubitably occurred 
from the puzzling explosions. 


Moments after the space craft had settled on 
the uneven terrain, all members on board quickly 
realized that intelligent life existed on Zori. 
Outside the space ship was an immense city 
whose skyscrapers often reached heights of six 
miles and to the west of the city was a large 
orange glow. The inhabitants of this metropolis 
were gruesome creatures. The large oval heads 
enclosed one bulging yellow eye and an excessively 
large mouth. A long thin neck connected its 
head to its fragile body consisting of four legs 
and three sickly arms. At once, several members 
of the crew began working furiously to decipher 
the Zorian language. Minutes later, having 
completed their assignment, the crew Fegan to 
communicate with the Zorians. From the crea- 


tures we learned that they were testing a gamma 
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ray bomb which was equal to 9.5 billion mega- 


tons. 


After telling the creatures from what planet 
we were natives, they proceeded to bring us to 
their sovereign, a more hideous creature than 
the Zorians. His appearance made even the 
brave and the intrepid men frightened for he 
was literally twice the size of his people and 
possessed two gigantic feelers. He began ques- 
tioning the visitors about their mission, civiliza- 
tion, people, world problems, and the recent 
accomplishments of earth. The crew answered 
his inquiries to the best of their ability, and the 
apprehensive ruler seemed quite pleased. Sud- 
denly with a flick of his wrist, a curtain made of 
a resistant, synthetic fiber rose to the amazement 
of the crew and revealed the most recent 
scientific inventions. Starey-eyed, the astonished 
crew inspected each invention painstakingly, 
observing every minute detail and part which 
enabled them to picture how it operated. Several 
examples of the Zorian inventions were: pills 
which could cure an disease, electronic robots 
which were capable of doing anything from wash- 
ing dishes to figuring the hardest calculus prob- 
lems, a belt which enabled the wearer to live 
forever, and a colorless and acrid liquid which 
could transform materials into gold. After in- 
quiring about several of the miracle inventions, 
the men were escorted by two of the creatures to 
their space craft. Having successfully fulfilled 
their mission, the ship blasted off and headed to- 
wards earth to reveal their unbelievable tales to 
doubtful scientists and world leaders of 8926. 


While earth manufactured the inventions from 
Zori, the newly made electronic robots proceeded 
to smuggle other Zorian inventions which earth 
had copied. Then at the given command from 
Zori the electronic robots released a score of 
gamma ray bombs which they had managed to 
build during the secrecy of night. The earth 
trembled and shook at the mighty explosions and 
with a sudden lurch the earth began to melt. 
Within a few minutes all the earth was on fire 
and melting like a flaming star of the heavens 
proclaiming that earth was doomed. 


This will happen to you unless 
you heed this message. 


KOSMI, A Zorian Traitor 


PETER BURGESS 8-1 
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MY HOMEWORK 


I love to do my homework, 
It makes me feel so good, 

I love to do exactly what my 
teacher says I should. 


I love to do my homework, 
I wouldn’t miss a day, 

I even love the men in white, 
who are taking me away. 


WILLIAM PARISEAU 9-4 


PADYSOERSEEISURE 


I have a large gray cat named Lady, 
Who finds shelter in spots most shady. 
She keeps her mind occupied on a rat, 


Contentedly, she lies by the fire on her mat. 


We have trained her how to beg, 
Standing on her little gray legs. 

She often lies upon my bed, 

Sound asleep, she almost seems dead. 


MY TAPE RECORDER 


I'll talk into my tape recorder, 
And it will talk to me. 

Each time that it answers, 
Ever-listening will I be. 


When I push the buttons, 
The numbers go round and round, 


The wheels up front begin to turn, 
And make a humming sound. 


I record the varied voices 

Of friends both young and old. 
For them, it seems like magic, 
When the tape begins to unfold. 


ALAN POLANSKY 7-4 


THE ANIMALS 


When I see an animal I look long. 
They have no worries, they don’t belong. 


The animals are free to go as they please, 
Lady likes to watch the fish, 
Meows when she smells meat on a dish. 


They live upon this earth with peace and ease. 
Animals don’t face the problems of war and 
Lady is a lazy little cat, anxiety. 
When is she ever going to get fat? Animals have not a duty to selfish society. 
JEAN ELLSwoRTH 7-4 They are loved, but love not a thing. 

The animals don’t take and they do not bring. 
Animals are never forbidden, forced, or hurt. 


Animals are free but they must stay alert. 


TARE LOUD ELAS 


Loneliness is the saddest thing 
They never know sin or hate, 


To be lonely is a cruel reward. ; 
Just freedom and their dreaded fate. 


Yearning hearts are caused by this, 
Those who are left in an empty horde. 
7 SUSAN RyYNO 9-6 
They cry alone to fight this strife, 
Because they are so alone. 

They come to us and seem to say — 
“My life, please do not, condone!” 


MOMS AND DADS 


= ¢ “ are e aero 
No, vou may not know who they are, Moms and Dads are so just so, 


But they'll be there, near and far. 
The lonely are always the least suspected. 
Because they are ignored, their feelings protected. 


About everywhere their children go. 

They worry and fuss and have a fit! 

(But most of the time theyre right about it ) 
All they say is no, no, no, 

They wander the world, f ; 
Please be careful, please don’t go. 


Feeling empty inside, 
But I wouldn’t trade my Mom and Dad 


Searching for something, somewhere, 


With their big hollow stride. Not for the world! Aren’t you glad? 


SusAN RyNo 9-6 JULIE FAULKNER 7-5 
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A TALE OF WAYLORIN 


HIS tale shall veer into the weirdest portion 

of the supernatural, tingling the souls 

of the dead, and ceasing natural sequence in the 

living, whose existence, for some ungodly reason, 

was seemingly ended in the mid-18th century. 

The key to Waylorin comes only to those willing 

to chance anything by dealing in the eerie 
supernatural. 


“Sarah, must you always snoop into that old 
trunk in the attic? Come down here or I shall 
have to punish you!” 


“Oh Mother, there are just some things which 
puzzle me; I can’t let anything pass me by.” 


Perhaps, even at eight years old, curiosity was 
Sarah Filarney’s greatest fault. Without it, oh, 
how her life would have been changed! 


I first made her acquaintance in a corner 
inn some twenty years ago, and had I known the 
outcome of our meeting, I would have avoided it. 
Sarah had heard tales of the lost village of Way- 
lorin, and she had an incessant eagerness to ac- 
quire knowledge of that Godforsaken place. 


Everyone was in love with Sarah. She was so 
easy to love; everything about her was exquisite. 
Her big brown eyes glowed radiantly on her 
perfect face. Her laugh was precious, and 
when she smiled, everything was sunshine. I was 
so attached to her that to fulfill her every wish 
was my only happiness. But however I may have 
wanted to, I could not divert her from exploring 
Waylorin. When I aided Sarah in acquiring 
knowledge of Waylorin, I had heard of an old 
man, Constan McPhag, who boasted that he had 
once lived in that doomed town. When I told 
Sarah of him, she was emphatic that I take her 
to see this old guardian of Waylorin’s ancient 
secret. Sarah approached Mr. McPhag in a deli- 
cate manner, for she did not want to seem to 
have a plunderous motive for exploring his secret 
village. Perhaps it was not her fault, for I 
strongly feel that Mr. McPhag had no intention 
of really fulfilling Sarah’s desire to learn of 
Waylorin, and she was disappointed in the visit. 


Old McPhag’s reply to her inquisition was, 
“My dear Sarah you are much toc curious about 
Waylorin. All that I can tell ycu is that Way- 
lorin no longer exists. If I told you anything 
beyond that I would lead you to the supernatural, 
where there is no limit to the horror and mad- 
ness which exists there.” 


Sarah’s interest in Waylorin almost seemed to 
cease for a while, and she and I really were happy 
together. In her capacity as a reporter, Sarah 
busied herself with domestic assignments, with 
plenty of time for relaxation and light meditation. 
I think we could have been completely happy to- 
gether had it not been for the death of old Con- 


stan McPhag. 


When Sarah heard of his death again she be- 
came determined to discover his secret, I was only 
dismayed at this news, and told her it would 
only lead her to danger. We quarrelled that eve- 
ning and I begged Sarah to choose between Way- 
lorin and reality. I really think that she said 
only that Waylorin and reality were the same. 
She must first conquer Waylorin; it had been 
her inner wish for ever so long. Once this had 
been accomplished she would no more need to 
quench her curiosity. That was it! Sarah left, 
angered and hurt because I did not understand 
her and my feelings were the same. 


Mr. McPhag left behind no relatives to care 
for his arrangements, so Sarah appointed herself. 
Somehow, while organizing his belongings, she 
came across an old manuscript. In it was a scrap 
of paper on which was written a secret code. 
This discovery greatly enthused her, because she 
was sure that it would lead her to Waylorin. 
I only wish I knew what was in that message, 
for I might now be with her. 


I decided to visit her at the late McPhag’s 
home to persuade Sarah to change her mind. 
When I arrived, she was in a changed state. She 
told me not to come near and had I not seen it 
with my own eyes I would not have believed it; 
she 
was invisible. Her last words were, “I’m going to 
Waylorin, at last.” This, I thought was the last 
time I would ever see Sarah. 


3 


Sarah was actually fading out until finally 


Several months later, I was almost sure 
I saw her in the restaurant adjoining the office 
where I worked. I don’t know why, but I fol 
lowed her, and after a while I confronted her. 
She turned and smiled, and I thought it was 
Sarah. She must have thought I was someone 
else, too. 


Where is Sarah? I only have one consolation 
for the loss I have suffered. The girl I met must 
have been Sarah, but she was only the same’ 
physically. For me, it was as if she had never 
existed! 


KRISTINE MATSON 8-4 
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Being a president is not a new experience for 
GEORGE COPELAS, who came from the Abraham Ed- 
wards School. He has been the president of his home- 
room each year at Briscoe, and was elected as this 
years ninth grade Class President. A sports enthusiast, 
George belongs to the Y.M.C.A., was co-captain of our 
victorious football team, and the captain of the 
basketball team. Probably the most outstanding athlete 
in the ninth grade, George’s ambition is to become a 
physical education teacher. 


JAMES CorBeETT, Class Vice-President, hopes to become 
an engineer. He enjoys sports, was co-captain of the 
Briscoe Football team, and is a member of the Crash 
Club. Jim has also been elected to several offices: 
president of his seventh grade homeroom, treasurer of 


his eighth grade homeroom, and vice-president of 
Room 23. He previously attended St. Mary’s School. 
According to Briscoe’s “Superlatives”, Jim is the 
handsomest ninth grade boy. 


The Secretary of the Ninth Grade is SUSAN WHITE. 
She has been active in her seventh, eighth, and ninth 
grade homerooms as a secretary, vice-president, and 
president. Susan was a guidance aid in the Briscoe 
Guidance Department and is a member of the Tri-Hi- 
Y. She participates in many sports. Susan, who takes 
the business course, likes gym and social studies, and 
plans to be either a model or an air line stewardess. 
She also has been selected “Wittiest Girl.” 
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Jerry Vaccaro, the Class Treasurer, is used to accept- 
ing responsibility. During his three years at Briscoe, he 
has been secretary of his seventh grade homeroom, 
Student Council Representative for two years, and a 
member of Briscoe’s Traffic Patrol. In his spare time 
Jerry enjoys sports, especially football, and was on our 
football team. He is also a Y.M.C.A. member. Jerry, 
taking the business course, likes social studies and mathe- 
matics, and wants to be an accountant. Before coming 
to Briscoe, he went to the Hardie School. 


ANNA LiporTo is this year’s Editor of BRISCOE 
BREVITIES. Her favorite subjects in the college pre’ 
paratory course are French and English. She was also 
a members of the BRIEFS staff, vice-president of her 
seventh grade class, secretary of her ninth grade home 
room, and a library aid. She enjoys reading and study- 
ing people very much. Although she is more of a 
spectator, she likes to swim and play badminton. Anna 
plans a career in psychology, psychiatry, or teaching. 
She came from the Abraham Edwards S-hool. 


Having worked her way through the ranks, BETsy 
HASKELL is this year’s Editor of BRISCOE BRIEFS. 
Although much of her time is devoted to BRIEFS, Betsy 
has other interests. She is President of Elde Frosh, the 
Junior Tri-Hi-Y; has been the treasurer of her seventh, 
eighth and ninth grade homerooms; is the REPORT- 
ER’S Assistant Editor; and finds time to ski. Betsy is 
taking the college preparatory course, and plans to be a 
social worker. Her favorite subjects are English and 
social studies. Before coming to Briscoe, she went to 
the Cove-Montserrat School. 


One of the most promising members of the ninth grade 
is President of the Student Council, PAMELA STORY. 
During her three years at Briscoe, she has been presi- 
dent of her seventh and eighth grade homerooms, a 
cheerleader for two years, a Brsicoe library aid, Queen 
of the Spring Dance last year, and was a reporter for 
the school newspaper. Pam enjoys sports, especially 


swimming and _ tennis. 


She was a member of the 


Y.M.C.A. Swim Team and belonged to a fellowship 
group. Pam attended Centerville and Beverly Farms 
Schools and was a student at Memorial for a short time. 
She has decided to teach elementary school or retarded 


children. 
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Name 


Patrick Ahearn 
John Alexander 


Arnold Ambrose 


Gordon Ambrose 
Barbara Amore 


Donna Arsenauit 


William Ayars 
Phyllis Baisuck 


Douglas Barron 


Louis Beaulieu 
William Belanger 


Daureen Berdge 


Janice Bertone 


Jeanette Berube 


Bradford Bixbee 


Steven Black 
Nancy Blais 


Carol Bogrett 


Diane Bouchard 
Steven Bowden 


Joan Brennan 


Nickname 


Barb 


Mouse 


Roper 
Phyll 


Mugs 


Sonny 


Bix 


Deek 


Bogi 


Dizzy 
Bodidilly 


Joanie 


Hobby 


Sports 
Sports 


Soccer 


Basketball 
Sports 


Dancing 


Bicycling 
Talking on tel. 


Collecting records 


Bowling 


Dancing 


Radio- Dancing 


Sports 


Reading 
Listening to radio 


Boys-Baby sitting 


Bowling 


Vocation 


Priest 


Machinist 


Printer 


Secretary 


Modeling 


Naturalist 


Ele. Teacher 


Teacher 


Trainer 


Dental Asst. 


Secretarial job 


Dentist 


Doctor 
Nursing 


Bookkeeper 


R- Nurse 
Carpenter 


Secretary 
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Name 


John Caldwell 
Antonietta Calitiri 


Susan Campbell 


Richard Carr 
Joan Casali 


Bruce Chansky 


Jane Chisholm 
Albert Clarizia 


Deborah Cleaves 


Marie Colby 
Sandra Collins 


William Consone 


Peter Coogan 
George Copelas 


Ellen Corbett 


James Corbett 
Jeanne Corning 


Mario Cotoia 


Elaine Coulombe 
Patricia Crombie 


Joan Crowell 


Nickname 


Little Oggy 
Toni 


Sue 


Lewy 


Chugger 


Chis 
Al 


Debbie 


Minnie 
Gypsy 


Billy 


Pete 


Little Greek 


Corb 


Jean 


Pat 


Joannie 


Hobby 


Gambling 
Dancing 


Radio-records 


Skiing 
Swimming 


Sports 


Volunteer 
Girls 


Records 


Swimming 


Sports 


Horseback Riding 


YMG AG 


Sports 
£ ports 


Girls 


Baby-sitting 
Reading 


Telephone 


Vocation 


Engineer 
Office Work 


Practical Nurse 


Teacher 
Pharmacist 


Broadcaster 


Pediatric Nurse 
Service 


Housewife 


Hairdresser 
Nurse 


Doctor 


Machinist 


Physical Ed. 


Doctor 


Printer 


Secretary 
Teacher 


Teacher 


Name Nickname Hobby Vocation 


Barbara Curtis Shorty Walking Secretary 


John Curtis Johnny Building and Elec. Technician 
Taking apart Radios 


James Dailey Jim Fishing Engineer 


Patricia D'Amato Trisha Bobby Beautician 


Lloyd Dane 


Jonathan Davis John Skiing Pilot 

David DeCarlo Coon Football Businessman 
Christine DiLorenzo Chris Records 

Lucia DiLorenzo Lu Telephone 

Carol Dionne Reading English Teacher 


Edward Dionne 


Carol Doten Cookie Dancing Housewife 
Linda Doten Snooky Dancing Secretary 
Donna Doucette Dee Dee Records Nurse 

Gordon Dove Gordie Piano Mech. Engineer 
Pauline Duggan Duggie Sports Secretary 
Roger Duwart Rog Sports Engineer 

Nina Essler Nin Sports Teacher 

Robert Fellows Bob Sports Electrician 
Cynthia Field Cindy Sports Nurse 

Bonnie Fitzgerald Bones Horseback Riding Veterinarian 
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Page 


thirty-four 


Name 


Richard Flynn 
Sally Flynn 


John Foley 


Nancy Forrest 
Donna Fortunato 


Barry Foster 


Paul Fournier 
Judith Freeland 


Glenn Gadbois 


Susanne Gallagher 


Madeline Galui 


Vivianne Gardner 


Rosemary Garnos 
Wayne Garry 


Dennis Gauthier 


Mardee Gerren 
Michael Gerrish 


Michael Gilligan 


Anne Marie Gillis 


Richard Gilman 


Richard Goldberg 


Nickname 


Judi 


Gunner 


Dwinks 
Mad 


Tears 


Rose 


Den 


Mard 
Joe 


Mike 


Wiggles 
Richie 


Dick 


Hobby 


Fishing 


Collecting Records 


Hunting 


Fooling Around 
Sports 


Girls 


Piano 


Sleeping @ Eating 


Baby sitting 
Singing 


Records 


Drum Corps 
Sports 


Sports 


Sports & Dancing 
Girls 


Sports 


Drum Corps 
Coin Collecting 


Sports 


Vocation 


State Trooper 
Nurse 


Govt. Hunter 


Secretary 
X-Ray Tech. 


Machinist 


English Teacher 


Politics 


Baby Nurse 
Nurse or Singer 


Clerk-Typist 


Teacher 
Engineer 


Trade 


Nurse 


Farmer, Carpenter 


Arline Stewd. 
Orthodontist 


Military Career 


Name 


Robert Goldberg 
Susan Graham 


Kathleen Guidi 


Steven Gurman 
Dixie Hall 


Michael Harney 


Elizabeth Haskell 
Cheryl Hay 


Ann Henderson 


John Hilton 
Alfred Hinckley 


Sylvia Hollis 


Jay Hood 
Linda Hood 


Jason Howard 


Linda Jedrey 
Mary Jewett 


Peter Johnson 


David Juhola 
Barbara Kanter 


Dennis Kariories 


Nickname 


Bob 
Suzie 


Kathy 


Betsy 


Curley 


Jack 


Jay 


Pete 


Hobby 


Records 
Writing Letters 


Reading 


Sailing 
Records 


Sports 


Skiing 
Sports 


Art 


Fooling Around 
eee cent 
Swimming 


Sports 


Working on Cars 
Sports 


Boating 


Listen to Radio 
Television 


Fishing 


Boating 
Water Ski 


Cards 


Vocation 


Architect 
Secretary 


Teacher 


Business Adm. 


Teacher 


Social Worker 
Teacher 


Teacher 


Accountant 
Military Serv. 


Secretary 


Pro. Skier 
Biologist 


Machinist 


NM 


(ie) 


ecretary 


NM 
19°] 
io) 


Legal 


Scholar 


Mech. Engineer 
Artist 


State Police 
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Name 


Cynthia Katz 
T. Daniel Kausel 


Janet Kennison 


John Kiely 
Carol Korpusik 


Raymond LaBonte 


Bing Lam 
Nancy LaPuglia 


Janice LaRoche 


Pauline Lavoie 
Ronald Lawrence 


Richard Lebel 


Karen Levasseur 
Frances Levine 


Charlotte Lewis 


Robert Lindsey 
Anna Liporto 


Timothy Liporto 


Stephen Lipson 


Pamela Lowe 


Nickname 


Curly 


Bong 
Bubbles 


Jan 


Polly 
Ronnie 


Dickie 


Terror 
Franny 


Pooky 


Pudgy 


Tim 


Pammy 


Douglas MacDonald Don 


Hobby 


Records 
Sports 


Hiking 


Sports 
Drum Corp 


Sports 


Sports 
Office Work 


Drum Corp 


Records 


Cardinals 


Singing 
Flirting 


Bowling 


Reading 


Girls 


Tennis 
Pizza 


Girls 


Vocation 


Peace Corps 
M.D. 


Lab. Work 


Engincer 
Nurse 


Lawyer 


Gym Teacher 
School Sec. 


Medical Sec. 


Teacher 
Accountant 


Pope 


Marriage 
Secretary 


Beautician 


Teacher 


Auto Mec. 


Physician 
Secretary 


Carpenter 


Name 


Robert MacDougall 


Thomas MacIntyre 


Donna Mager 


Peter Mann 
Paulette Marcheterre 


Theresa Marciano 


Joel Margolis 


Michael Marquis 


Jan Marshall 


Kathleen Marshall 
Eliana Matticola 


Lauren McCarthy 


Maureen McCarthy 
Frederick McFaulds 


Roderick McNeil 


Myles McPherson 
Lois McRae 


Frank Mercurio 


John Minigan 
Raymond Minigan 


Michael Miranda 


Nickname 


Bob 


Mac 


Mumbo 
Dynamite 


Terry 


Mike 


Shrimp 


Ellie 


Huuce 


Millie 


Micki-Louie 


Jack 
Ray 


Mike 


Hobby 


Bowling 


Girls 


Swimming 


Sailing 
Dancing 


Talking 


Sports 
Sports 


Skiing 


Listening to radio 


Babysitting 


Sports 


Skiing 
Sports 


Water Sports 


Donna 
Drill Team 


Sports 


Bowling 
Basketball 


Sports 


Vocation 


Bowling Alley 
Owner 


Navy 


Teacher 


Business 


Secretary 


Dentist 


Engineer 


Hairdresser 


Teacher 


Phys. Ed. Teacher 
Space Engineer 


Chemist 


Baseball Player 


Teacher 


Accountant 
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Name Nickname Hobby Vocation 


Daniel Mitchell 


Susan Moffet Mutt Sports Phys. Ed. Teacher 
Robert Mood Bob Sports Accountant 
Richard Moody Dick Sports Accountant 
Nancy Morrison Nance Telephone Secretary 
Robert Morse Big Bob Girls Cabinetmaker 
Sara Murphy Sally Swimming, Riding 

Mark Murray Sports Engineer 
Linda Muzarol Muzzy Sports Nurse 

Gale Nelson Drum Corps Secretary 
Kathleen Nimblett Kathy Having Fun Teacher 
Mary Nixon Dee Dee Telephone Teacher 
Kenneth Noonan Nooni Pocket Billiards Machinist 


Thomas Odom 


Richard Ouelette Dick Sports Elec. Engineer 
Linda Paluzzi Radio Secretary 

William Pariseau Willy Guitar Comm. Artist 
Christine Patterson Chris Cardinals Doctor 

Brenda Payson Red Boys Phys. Ed. Teacher 
James Perkins Jim Printing Engineer 

Frank Perley Drum Corps Priest 
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Name 


Carolyn Pinciaro 
Frank Pompei 


James Powers 


Sylvia Preston 


Kathleen Primmer 


Carol Pszenny 


Mary Jo Pszenny 


Donald Purdy 


Ann Quigly 


Ronald Recina 
Patricia Regan 


Robert Reid 


Janice Rein 
Gail Rhoades 


Charles Rizzo 


John Robinson 
Susan Rodriguez 


Donna Ronan 


Paula Rust 


Susan Ryno 


Kathleen Sangster 


Nickname 


Jim 


Kathy 


Jodi 


Donnie 


Gunner 
Sister Pat 


Bob 


Jan 


Charlie 


Tex 
Susa 


Rodent 


Melvin 
Sue 


Kathy 


Hobby 


Sports 
Bowling 


Sports 


Fooling Around 
Baby Sitting 


Sports 


Sports 
Boating 


Sports 


Sports 
Having Fun 


Sports 


Laughing 
Swimming 


Class Clown 


Loafing 
Dances 


Skiing 


Jimmy 
Archery 


Sports 


Vocation 


Secretary 
Physicist 


Commercial Art. 


Secretary 
Secretary 


Secretary 


Teacher 


Engineer 
Nun 


Engineer 


Secretary 
Secretary 


rack 


Minister 
Housewife 


Legal Sec. 


Baby Nurse 
Writer 


Nurse 
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Page forty 


Name 


Walter Santos 
Nicola Sardelli 


Roberta Saunders 


Susan Schwartz 
Patricia Scialdone 


Warren Scott 


Darlene Scotti 
Thomas Scully 


Charlene Shields 


Gail Schrayer 
William Shrayer 


Elaine Silverio 


George Simon 


Eleanor Skea 


Aurea Elaine Smith 


Margaret Smith 
Pamela Spear 


Karen Stahle 


Marc Steinberg 
Susan Stickens 


Pamela Story 


Nickname 


Frankie 


Buckwheat 


Scotty 


Chick 


Bill 


Nose 


Elaine 


Mare 
Sticky 


Pam 


Hobby 


Socca 


Bowling 


SSR, fhavel 18, 


Telephone 
Sports 


Sports 


Sleeping 


Camping 


Radio 
Radios 


Sports 


Sports 
Babysitting 


Richie 


Swimming 
Sports 


Swimming 


Radio 


Sports 


Vocation 


Printing 


Teacher 
Secretary 


Draftsman 


Hairdresser 


Secretary 
Radio Repairman 


WAF 


Engineer 


Lawyer 


Teacher 
Mathematician 


Phys. Ed. Teacher 


Meteorology 
Hairdresser 


Teaching 


Name Nickname 
Jeanne Sutherland Jeannie 
Alan Swanson Al 
Michael Sweet Mike 
Diane Talbot Tigar 
Dennis Tarsook Demp 
Thomas Tillson Tom 
David Toorks 
Linda Trefry Frenchie 
Richard E. Tucker Dick 
Lorraine Tuinila Rainey 
Betty Lee Tuneburg 
Mark Turrell 
Charles Twombley Chuck 
Donna Vaccaro 
Jerry Vaccaro Rock 
James Valentine Jok 


Anthony Ventresca, Jr.Mac 


Ann Marie Viel Annie 
Philip Villanti 

Jeflrey Wagner Wags 
Russell Walsh Rusty 


Hobby 


Colorguard 
Bowling 


Bike Riding 


Hanging Around 
Sea Scouts 


Sports 


Sailing 
Dane St. Beach 


Girls 


Sports 


Reading 


Peanuts 
Records 


Sports 


Drum Corps 
Skin Diving 


Sports 


SCUBA Diving 
Sports 


Sports 


Vocation 


Pediatric Nurse 
Salesman 


Printer 


Secretary 
Printer 


Printer 


Chemist 
Hairdresser 


Electronic Tech. 


Artist 


Secretary 


Phys. Ed Teacher 
Secretary 


Accountant 


Printer 
Oceanographer 


Beautician 


Teacher 


Hospital Adm. 
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Name Nickname Hobby Vocation 


Michael Ward Mike Drum Corps Scientist 

Gloria Watson Guess Who Swimming Secretary 
Marvin Weisman Weesa Skin Diving Marine Biologist 
Russell Werme Rusty Sports Businessman 
Susan White Suie Sports Model 

Robert Whitehead Whitey Drum Corps Printer 


Jonathan Wilkins Pope John 


Susan Wilkinson Babysitting Mortician 
Judith Williamson Judy Sports Dietician 
James Wittenhagen Gunner Golfing Millionaire 
Jacqueline Woodfin Jacquie Records Nurse 

Richard Young Chippy Bodybuilding | Marine Raider 
Nathan Zassman Nat Ping Pong Trombonist 


No Pictures 


James M. Bowers Jami Reading Accountant 
Linda George Tiki Horseback riding Stenographer 
Judy Landolphi Judy Boys Veterinarian 
Kathleen Murphy Kathy Drum corps Teacher 
Nancy Spittle Outside sports Social Worker 
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Ariscoe Superlatives 


“im Coa belt 


FRicnd heel 
Ejcqnok «KA 
jONY VENTRESCA 


£ 


Wittiest 


i 


ie Pid . ee Beit = al itr f ei 
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JEEPERS, You'p THINK WE'D BITE !! 


DONWA MAGER 9-9 


/ 


LV PAT REGAN 9-6 


SCHOOL STARTS 


FRANCES LEVINE D-1o 


NO WONDER THE DESKS ARE 
SCRATCHED IN THE TEACHERS’ 


KATHY BRETON 83 
ROOM. 
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Flumor 


CAS Se W LES 634 


William Ayers — Mr. Kumm 
Phyllis Baisuck 
Douglas Barron — a slap across the face 
Steve (Deek) Black a Shinto 
Antonietta Caliteri — a bowl of spaghetti 
Joan Casali — a blue silk slip 

Bruce Chansky 
Sandy Collins — notes to Nina in social studies 


a book of professional wiggles 


a pro football team to manage 


George Copelas — one touchdown 
James Corbett — a book of used football players 
a 30 foot gum chain 


Jeanne Corning 
a pretty face 
a mops 


a teasing comb 


Lucia DeLorenzo 


Roger Duwart 


Bonnie Fitzgerald 
Nancy Forest — “Bushes” 

Donna Fortunato — a fudge recipe 
Barry Foster — a book of “What irs” 
Judi Freedland — a walk with Pierre 
Glenn Gadbois — the office bench 


Rosemary Garnos — suspenders that stay up 
Dennis Gauthier — three hoodsie cups 
Mardie Gerren — tennis racket 


Mike Gilligan — a new brother and sister 
Anne M. Gillis — a French twist 

Richard Gilman — a chord in G minor 
Kathy Guidi — a coke at Brigham’s 

Jane Chisholm — a telephone 

Elizabeth Haskell 


a complete set of Briscoe 


Briefs 
Barbara Kanter — a banged up megaphone 
Danny Kausel — a water fountain to guard 


Nancy La Puglia — notes to file 

Anna Liporto —Brevities 

Robert F. McDougal — a bowling ball 

Peter J. Mann — a swimming pool 

Lauren McCarthy — Mr. Bonauito 

Fred McFaulds — a stale joke 

Myles McPherson — D.F. 

Sue Moffett — Hostess twinkies 

Richard Moody a funeral parlor 

Sally Murphy — a class with Mrs. Murphy 


Kenny Noonan — a haircut 
Brenda Payson — a key to Sears Ward 
James Perkins — a black briefcase 


a “stink bomb” 
a triplet 


James Powers 


Pszenny Twins 


Ann Quigley — a quarantine sign 
Pat Regan — a tear drop 
Robert Reid 


Janice Rein 
John Robinson — (Tex) an English accent 


a loud voice 


a good guy’s sweatshirt 


Susan Ryno — an autographed cast 

Kathleen Sangster — Myrtle Street 

Roberta Saunders — the 12 days of Christmas 
Susan Schwartz — a smile 

Darlene Scotti — ingenuity 

Margaret Smith a French book 

Pam Spear — appendix 


Pamela Story 


a new gavel and a used Miss 
Briscoe Banner 

Richard Tucker — “Y” dances 

Charles Twombly — one more vote 

Jerry Vaccaro — a pair of crutches 

Jeffrey Wagner — a word problem test 

Russell Walsh a door to hold 

Sue White a short skirt 

Sue Wilkinson — shaggy bangs 


James Wittenhagen — “you know” 

Jacqueline Woodfin — Peggy Smith 

Eleanor Skea 
Street 


Lauren McCarthy 
hairspray 


a lifetime lease on 55 Essex 


a year’s supply of black 


WHAT IF 


Pam Story wasn’t friendly 

Nancy B’s. diets worked 

Ellie didn’t babysit on Saturday nights 
Betsy could climb a fence 

Briscoe had night dances 

George wasn't rugged 

Judy Williamson didn’t chew gum 
Karen Kransberg came back to Briscoe 
Tex was short 

Glenn had a wiffle 

Chuck couldn’t sail 

Sue Wilkinson couldn’t flirt 

Joan grew 

M.M. didn’t like D.F. 

Rose could play the piano 

Barb couldn’t cheer 

Miss Larcom didn’t smile 

Millie was a girl 

Miss Titcomb read “Mad” 

Jodi had a big mouth 

Jay couldn’t ski 

Mr. Smith was a poor coach 

Ann G. didn’t have a dimple 

Pat didn’t have bruises 

Mr. Thompson hadn't come to Briscoe 
Mrs. Zani had a football team 
Marvin went into Brighams 

Mrs. Harrington didn’t come from New York 
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Cheryl Hay never grew 

Tom T. had a mind of his own 

Mr. Raymond experiments were successful 
Jim C. didn’t have his license. 


CLASS PROPHECY 


During our three years at Briscoe, we have 
witnessed the formation of the future men and 
women of America. We therefore prophesize the 
following to be so in ten years. 

AYERS, William — noted scientist; responsible 
for the first successful settlement cn the moon 

BAISUCK, Phyllis — a ballet teacher 

BARRON, Douglas — a card shark 

BLACK, Steve — a nice guy 

CASALI, Joan — pharmacist at Casali’s Drug- 
store 

CHANSKY, Bruce — coach of the Green Bay 

Packers 
CHISHOLM, Jane — first grade school teacher 
COPELAS, George — Mr. Smith’s replacement 
CORBETT, Jim — Lloyd Bridges, II 
DeLORENZO, Lucia — Miss Massachusetts 
DEWART, Roger — business tycoon 
FREELAND, Judy — The Noted Author of 

Gone With the Wind 
GADBOIS, Glenn — Don Juan 
GERREN, Mardee — tennis champ 
GILLIGAN, Mike — bachelor 
GILLIS, Ann Marie — confidential secretary 
R. GOLDBERG and R. GOLDBERG — still 

twins 
GUIDI, Kathy — Miss Grady’s successor 
HASKELL, Betsy —Editor of “Harper’s Bazaar” 
KANTER, Barbara — Playgirl 
KIELY, John — Editor of “Kiely Comics” 
LaPUGLIA, Nancy — still in the Briscoe office 
McPHERSON, Myles — Psychiatrist 
PAYSON, Brenda — Mrs. Zani’s replacement 
PYZENNY Twins — Going their separate ways 
REGAN, Pat — Sister Superior 
REID, Robert — Oral Communications teacher 
ROBINSON, John — U. S. Army Sergeant 
STORY, Pam — Madam Pres‘dent of what we 

don’t know 
TUCKER, Richard — WMEX Disc Jockey 
TWOMBLY, Charles — Owner of Twombly’s 

Srilboat Fleet 
VACCARO, Jerry — Owner of spaghetti stand 
WAGNER, Jeff — Mrs. Hadley’s replacement 
WALSH, Rusty — President of R. Walsh and 

Inc. 

\WEISMAN, Marvin — Author of the famous 

What Not to do at a Party 
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tw 


o: 


Question 


What would happen if there weren't any 
English Teachers? 

Where would we be without Mr. Ray- 
mond’s experiments? 

What would Donna F. do if she didn’t de- 
vote some of her time to BRIEFS? 

Where would Lauren M. be without Ger- 
man? 

If there were no Briscoe where would the 
students be? 

What would Briscoe’s football team do if 
they lost the very last game? 

What would it feel like to be without a 
summer vacation? 

Does Susan W. like G. C. or B. E.? 


Hew would it be if I had a name? 


Answer 


Everywon wood be illierit. 

Where we should be — on earth. 

She would devote all her time to M.M. 

On the honor roll. 

At Memorial. 

cry! 

Hee 

Only her girlfriends know for sure. 

In small diced pieces 

I would like to thank all those involved for 


taking this bit of sarcastic “HUMOR” so well. 


Respectfully submitted, 


ANONYMOUS 


GREAT EVENTS IN THE 
HISTORY OF BRISCOE 


Mr. Raymond makes distilled water. 
Rusty has an assembly speech. 

Mr. Thompsen came to Briscoe. 

Sue Wilkinson remembered her gym suit. 
Lauren M. got an “A” in German. 

Mrs. Harrington got a haircut. 

Pam S. had her appendix out. 

Sue Schwartz got her first “C”. 

Briscoe had an undefeated season. 

Briscoe bought more spoons. 

Mr. Sherman diagramed a sentence. 

Mr. Bonaiuto got over his fright of saying, 
“keine Schularbeit!” 

Jeanne’s gum chain reached 30 feet. 

Tex sang a solo. 

Glenn baked a cake. 

9-1 and 9-2 changed to all boys. 

Briscoe had a bomb scare. 


Sports 


BASKETBALL 

HE Briscoe Junior High Basketball team 
opened its season January 11, 1963 against 
Bishop Fenwick. The starting lineup was George 
Copelas, Bobby Carr, Ken Noonan, Jeff Austin, 
and Chuck Twombly. In this game Briscoe was 
able to stay out in front and win by 6 points. 
Then against the same Fenwick team Briscoe 
opened its home season. This proved to be no 
contest as Briscoe rolled over the opposition by a 
convincing margin. Again on its home court 
Briscoe played St. John’s, and once more the 
talented Briscoe hoopsters couldn’t be matched 
as they rolled to their third straight victory. For 
their next game Briscoe traveled to Gloucester 
where they played a very strong Gloucester five, 
but were still able to win to continue undefeated. 
Then the happy Briscoe team with their coach 
Leo Smith came back home to play Memorial in 
what proved to be another victory for Briscoe, 
but in the last minute Memorial stunned Briscoe 
by one point. After this the Briscoe team hit the 
road. Still hurting over their last loss to Memorial 
the Briscoe team was beaten badly by St. Johns. 
With two losses in a row the Briscoe team came 
back home to try to break their los‘ng streak, but 
as luck would have it they lost to Gloucester by 
one point. Finally came the big game with cross 
town rival Memorial. This one Briscoe was up for 
as Memorial couldn’t match its foe as Briscoe 
won by 8 points. With this victory Briscoe ended 

up with a well deserved 5-3 record. 

1 


Briscoe 4 Bishop Fenwick ce 
55 Bishop Fenwick 20 
48 St. John’s 28 
39 Gloucester 36 
28 Memorial 29 
34 St. John’s 44 
44 Gloucester 45 
48 Memorial 40) 
BASEBALL 


RISCOE started their baseball season by los- 
ing to St. John’s Prep 6-1 on May 6. They 
came back strong to win over Peabody 6-3. On 
their second home game Briscoe won one more 
defeating Ipswich 14-0. The team members are: 
Jeff Austin, James Corbett, Chuck Twombly, 
Bob Carr, Tom Tillson, Frank Mecurio, Bill 
Consone, Ray Minigan, Ken Noonan, Chuck 
Liporto, Alan Swanson, John Sutherland, John 
Turell, Fred McFaulds, George Copelas, Paul 


McFadden, Simone Achcivati, Jerry Vaccaro, 
and Gunnar Overberg. 


CHUCK TWOMBLY 9-6 


FOOTBALL 


HIS year’s football team had the best record 

Briscoe has had under the coaching of Leo 

M. Smith. These boys went through six games 
untied and undefeated. 

The team showed it didn’t have any trouble 
moving the ball. There was a great deal of team 
work, the holes were there and the backs moved 
through fast. One example of this is the very 
first time we had the ball in a game, we made 
a 65 yard touchdown. The Briscoe eleven carried 
the ball for a grand total of 166 points. The 
whole team agrees that this was only possible 
through the coaching of Mr. Smith and Mr. 
Daniel Hurley. 

These boys proved that they could not only 
nove the ball but, could stop most advance 
against them. They only allowed 22 points to be 
scored against them. Our defense are strong be- 
lievers of the saying “The bigger they are the 
harder they fall.” 

The co-captains were George Copelas, quarter- 
back, and Jim Corbett, right halfback. These two 
boys should be given a little more credit for their 
work in keeping our team on its toes. 

Coach Smith told his players “You can be 
proud”, which may also be said to you, the 
GLASS OFS G3". 

My tes J. MCPHERSON 9-9 


CHEERLEADERS 


HIS year the football team was cheered on to 
an undefeated season by the sixteen energetic 
girls on the cheering squad. Led by Barbara Kan- 
ter, the head cheerleader, the girls on the squad 
included: Linda Mercaldi, Maureen McCarthy, 
Brenda Payson, Anne Gordon, Elaine Gilligan, 
Ann Marie Gillis, Paula Rust, Linda Hood, 
Cheryl Hay, Pamela Story, Lauren McCarthy, 
Barbara Gillis, Pauline Powers and Eleanor Skea. 
These girls were selected by Mrs. Zani because 
of their ability and their high sense of spirit. 
When Briscoe played Memorial, which was the 
last game, Pamela Story’s and Elaine Gilligan’s 
younger sisters were mascots. As an addition this 
year, the cheerleading squad showed their school 
spirit at the basketball games for the first time. 
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HURD 
STADIUM 
HOME VISITORS 


p.T0 G0 QUARTER 


Pege forty-nine 


HAVE TO RAISE THE 
PIPES OR KEEP MR. 
BATTIS OUT OF THE 
Gollan re 


iY (AN cee bees 
WHAT YOU MEAN 


SANDRA PIERCE 83 


BE DOING Hits 
HOME W ORK TONIGHT! 
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alle 
WANA FOLLOW 
THE LEADER? 


LEE THIBODEAU 7 


eS NO LIKE | 
GRANOMA’S BUT 
WHAT D‘YA EXPECT 
FOR A QUARTER? 


DONNA MAGER 


TO OUR ADVERTISERS 


On behalf of the students of Briscoe Junior High School, the business managers of 
the BRISCOE BRIEFS thank the advertisers for their support. 


We know that the students and their families will show their gratitude through patron- 
age of these establishments. 


RICHARD GILMAN JEFFREY RUDSTEN JAMES RUDOLPH 


Business Manager Assistant Manager Assistant Manager 


This issue of the ‘Briscoe Briefs” 


printed at the office of 


THE CRICKET PRESS, INC. 


66 Summer Street 
MANCHESTER-BY-THE-SEA, MASS. 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


THREE PATTERSON PAPER CO. 


COMPLIMENTS 


FRIENDS 


Salem, Mass. 744-1515 
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The Boys’ Store Near Your Door 


Congratulations 


CLASS of 1963 


E 


Cor. Dane & Cabot Sts. 


CONRAD CO. eisevery 
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Boston Photo System 


School Photography 


189 Franklin Street 


Stoneham 80, Massachusetts 


PpaMOODyYsGOy, ING 


220 Rantoul Street 


COMPLIMENTS 


SCHOOL & OFFICE SUPPLIES OF A 


FRIEND 


Telephone WA 2-2203 


Paramount Cleansers, Inc. BARTER BROTHERS, Inc. 


PLANT AND OFFICE Flowers and Gifts 


277 Rantoul Street Beverly 228 CABOT STREET 


Call and Delivery Te!. WA 2-2711 Flowers Telegraphed World Wide 
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COMPLETE ASSORTMENT OF HI-FI 


COMPLIMENTS AND STEREO RECORDS 
allmark Cards — Paper — Ribbon 
ele /\ Hallmark Card Pap Rib 


ERIEND HAYES MUSIC STORE 
250 Cabot Street 922-1722 


Compliments of 


SHERWIN-WILLIAMS 


Compliments 


of 


COLOR AND WALLPAPER CENTER WINSTON A. MOOD, C.P.A. 


232 Cabot St., Beverly WA 7-1265 


BOWL-O-MAT ED‘S CAMERA SHOP 


Candlepin Bowling CAMERAS - FILM 
Air-Conditioned PHOTO — SUPPLIES 
CALL WA 2-1140 FOR 282 Cabot Street BEVERLY 


RESERVATIONS 


ALCON’'S 
ROLAND’S BEAUTY SALON 
FOR GRADUATION 
SI neGCabo re Strect SHOES and CLOTHES 


149 Cabot St. 


Telephone 922-1810 Beverly, Mass. ; 
Cor. Washington 
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COMPLIMENTS 


CABOT SHOE REPAIR FROM 
Tony Farinelli A 
FRIEND 


296A Cabot Street Beverly, Mass. 


WINN CHEVROLET, INC. 


“Save Systematically The Cooperative Way” 


Beverly Co-operative Bank 


954 Cabot Street 


75th Anniversary Year 
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G. B. CHALONER, INC. 


MILK and CREAM 


141 Balch Street 


ABBOTT YARN SHOPPE COMPLIMENTS 
5 Abbott St. OF 
Rear Delany’s Drug Store 


927-1893 SAM GOLDBERG & SON 


HAND KNITS MADE TO ORDER 


GEO PAR EOSTERRING 


211-217 Rantoul St. 
Beverly, Mass. HAIRCUTS OF DISTINCTION 


PETER’S BARBER SHOP 


Ford Sales & Service 


Tel. 922-9798 265 Cabot St. 
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“What rhymes with thrift?” 


How about lift? It's what you get when 
you know your money is rapidly building 
your security ata savings bank. Come in 
and open your insured savings bank 
account today. 


¢ Regular dividends 


¢ All deposits insured in full 
under Massachusetts laws 


‘> 175 CABOT STREET CORNER THORNDIKE, BEVERLY, MASS. 
HE BANK THAT ALWAYS HAS TIME FOR YOU — AND TEMPERATURE TOO! 


Telephone 927-0333 
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REMIS 


FURNITURE of DISTINCTION 


Main Street Cabot Street 
PEABODY BEVERLY 


COMPLIMENTS 
OFA 
FRIEND 


DOOLING OIL SERVICE 


James A. Dooling, Jr., Prop. 
RANGE AND FUEL OIL 


Sales Power Burners Service 
32 Roundy St. WA 22-0546 
Beverly, Mass. 


H. GUY LYMAN COMPANY 


Plumbing and Heating 


109 COLON STREET 


Tel. WA _ 2-2450 BEVERLY, MASS. 


KRISTIN ELLIOTT CHRISTMAS CARDS 


NORTH SHORE LINOLEUM 
Specialists in 


Floor and Wall Coverings 


WA 2-3907 5 Washington St. 
Beverly, Mass. 
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WHITEHEAD’S VARIETY 


371 Cabot St., Beverly 


WE GIVE S&H GREEN STAMPS 


Compliments of 


MICHAEL'S BARBER SHOP 


285B Cabot St. 


COMPLIMENTS 


BEVERLY SHADE SHOPPE 


JANTZEN SWIM SUITS 
and 
SPORTSWEAR 


SPORTING GOODS 


Badminton—Baseball—tTennis 


PHOTO SUPPLIES 


Film and Cameras 


GOREN TXEGOr 


Corner of Cabot and Pond Sts. 


BEVERLY DRUG 


Jack Gilman, Reg. Pharm. 
922-1638 


294 Cabot St. Beverly, Mass. 


Borah 


Corner Broadway and Rantoul Sts. 


BEVERLY, MASSACHUSETTS 


SS 


Compliments 


of 


GOODWIN‘S 
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MARIE'S BEAUTY SALON 


296 CABOT STREET 


922-9714 Beverly, Mass. 


KRANSBERG 
FURNITURE CO. 


301 Cabot St. Tel. 922-3140 


CROMBIE’S 


BEVERLY FLOWER SHOP 


922-0989 298 Cabot Street 


THE 
DELANEY APOTHECARY 


William Z. Laski, Reg. Pharm. 


207 Cabot Street Beverly, Mass. 


TED’S FISH MARKET 


260 CABOT STREET 
BEVERLY, MASS. 


Tel. WA 2-2282 


W.H. McNEIL & SON 


AUTO RADIATOR & BODY WORK 


232 Rantoul St. WA 2-0215 


UTILITY METAL PRODUCTS CO., INC. 


MANUFACTURERS SHEET METAL 
PRODUCTS 


BEVERLY, MASS. 
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THE 
BEVERLY NATIONAL BANK 


240 Cabot St. — Beverly 


CHECKING ACCOUNTS 
THRIFTI-CHECK ACCOUNTS 
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT 
VACATION, CHRISTMAS AND TAX CLUBS 
REGISTER CHECKS 

SAFE DEPOSIT BOXES 
TRAVELERS CHECQUES 
PERSONAL LOANS 
AUTOMOBILE FINANCING 
DAY AND NIGHT DEPOSITORY 
TRUSTSDERT: 


Use Our Drive In Window 
The Only Drive In on the North Shore 


SERVING BEVERLY FOR 
ONE HUNDRED SIXTY-ONE YEARS 
WITH EVERY BANKING SERVICE 


Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corp. 


Member Federal Reserve System 


1802 1963 


Page sixty-one 


MEOU WAS Inlles 


FROM YOUR 


Beverly Evening Gimes 


FORNESS & MORGAN, INC. 


INSURANCE 


MORGAN & DOUGLAS 


RUEVALL IPOH IES 


173 CABOT STREET WA 2-0885 


ULTRASONICS FOR INDUSTRY 


CLEANING AND TESTING 
by ULTRASONICS 


500 MAPLE STREET DANVERS, MASS. 


Faithfully Serving the Fuel Needs of Beverly Families for 125 Years 


“TCKERING 


ce “SINCE 1838 Oe 
FUEL OIL ©® OIL BURNERS 
287 Cabot St., Beverly Phone 922-7111 


CHARLES T. MORGAN COMPANY 


” let-the Sruver (Leer cleliver your heat” 


Page sixty-three 


COMPLIMENTS OF 


NORTH SHORE WHOLESALE GROCERY CO. 


DISTRIBUTORS OF 
Ronda Lee and Blue Hill Products 


RED'S TAXI SERVICE, INC. 


Phone: 
WA 2-0625 — WA 7-2500 


4 Essex St. Beverly, Mass. 


BEVERLY PAINT 
& WALLPAPER CO. 
Wholesale and Retail Dealers 
Wallpaper - pane - Brushes 


278 Cabot St. WA 2-5151 
Beverly, Mass. 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


DR. SAMUEL L. MARGOLIS 
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COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


A 
FRIEND 


NICKERSON-McPHERSON 
INSURANCE 


Lube Service, Washing, 
Polishing, Tires, Batteries 
Automotive Repairing 


DAVE & POP’S 
SERVICE STATION 


Prompt Road Service 
Phone Bever'y 922-9707 


295 Cabot St. Beverly, Mass. 


VARIAN associates 


BOMAC DIVISION °- Beverly, Mass. 
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Autographs 


Autographs 


Autographs 


Compliments 


M. K. BOWMAN 


FINE QUALITY MEATS 


280 Cabot Street Tel. WA 2-4054 


Telephone WA 2-2149 


DESJARDINS - Jewelers - INC. 


Your Gift Store 


219 Cabot Street BEVERLY, MASS. 
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